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RIGHT HONOURABLE 


0 HARLES Farl of Orrery, 


Knight of the moſt Antient Order 
. the THISTLE. 


A HE 3 of Perdlle and La- 
75 TY, dora was the Product of the Earl 
15 of Orrer y your Lordſhip's No- 
$3 ble Grandfather's leiſure Hours 
in the fam'd Romance of Pariheniſſa; which 
found ſo irreſiſtibly inviting, chat. I cowd. 
not help aſpiring (beyond what ſome People 
are pleas'd to call my Talent) in this Attempt 
of forming it into a Tragedy: for I ſaw ſo ma- 
ny beautiful Incidents in the Fab'e, ſuch na- 
tural, and noble Sentiments in the Charac- 
ters, and ſo juſt a Diſtreſs in the Paſſions, 
that J had little more than the Trouble of 
Blank Verſe to make it fit for the Theatre: 


M DEDICATION 


ſo that the Faults in the Figure it now 
makes are wholly owing to its preſent Dreſs, 


and not an original want of Beauties. Juſt 


before 1 hurry'd it on upon the Stage, your 


Lordſhip did me the Honour of Adjuſting 


| its. Garniture, the Expreflion : wherein 1 


muſt own my Vanity was ſufficiently mor- 


tified, to ſee after all my flatter'd Hopes 


and Care, how little I had been doing. 


Baut my Diſq; wet from the Criticiſm was 
ſoon allay'd by the A dvantage of the In- 
ſtruction: And tho? J dare not yet fay, 


cis v rholly exculable, yet I am bound to ac- 
0 ho that your Lordſnip's Peruſal 

tit ſeveral fecret Faults fewer than it 
had: by the gocd fortune of which AMC. 
tance it Bas been the better able to make its 
way through a favourable third and fixth _ 


Davy, to claim its farther (I might ſay na- 


tive) Right to your Lordſhip's Protection. 
Nor can I repent in the Poſſeſton of that 
Hope, which perhaps firſt drew me into 


Ilelicon a little out of my depth: tho' I ne. 
ver thought it in danger of ſinking, after 1 
found your Lordſhip thought it worthy 
your Correction. For as I knew it impoſſible 


to 


DEDICATION. vil 
to make Faults, that your Judgment wou'd 
not find; ſo I knew your Underſtanding 


wou'd not find any, if the whole were incor- 


rigible. This will eafily be believ'd by thoſe 


who know your Lordſhip's Strength in Po- 


etry, to which your Genius is not only 
great and eaſy, but inherent. And tho' it 
is the Misfortune of Poetry to ſtand in the 
Rank of neglected Arts, and to make few 


Men conſiderable, who have no other Qua- 


lity to recommend 'em; yet in our Account 


of Mankind (tho? the greateſt Men have fo- 


low'd the Muſes, yet) Hiſtory tells us of 


7% ; 
a a thouſiy nd Hero es for one great Pe. 8 


Ab — 
* 


your Lord ip makes a right U of tir; Art: 


— 


Tou have the Power of Writing well, ho“ 


you now forbear it, and rather choo' to 


be eminent according to the Age's Under- 


ſtanding. The Field is now in Faſhion, 


and your Lordſhip has prudently ſtept into 


the Ranks of Mars, when due Occafion 
ſhall call you forward to ſhare in the Defence 


of your Country. And as late Experience 
tells us how diſcerning her Majeſty's Judg- 

ment has been in the Diſtribution of her Fa- 

vours; ſo we may modeſtly conclude, that 
i A-4. her 


wii DEDICATION. 
Her F oreſight does not a little rely on the 
Promiſes of your Lordſhip's growing Repu- 


tation, by the late Honours done your 


Lordſhip, enrolling you a Companion of 


that Order, which carries a peculiar Venera- 


tion in its TUNG The mcſt Antient Order of 
tbe Thiſtle, But I am drawing my ſelf into 


a Subject, that leſs needs a Panegyrick, 
than I ſhou'd your Lordſhip? s Pardon, 


ſhou'd I continue it. I will therefore beg 


eave to ſubſcribe 8 with all Submiſ- 


bon. 


My Lord, 
Tour Loraſbię“s 
Moſt Obedicnt end 


Moſt Humble Servant, 
-CoLlLEty C1BB E K. 


84 


| 82 . (2: 
To. I N .. 0 


- PROLOGUE 


"” ._ Cle Otway's Scones, how frau have found the Art, 
of 7 To touch the Paſſions, and command the Heart? 
ito And yet from much inferiour Pens, wwe know, 

| | That Tears from happy Tales ili rold will flow: 
K, How groſs the Error then 
'n, Jo think in Plays, that Language is the 7 7 


The Stile is but the Body Fable is the Soul; 
eg Mie boaſt no Beauties, nor from Faults are free, 
iſe Yet ave dare promiſe what you ſhall not ſee 3 

| Hna ao hen ave others Faults with Cauticn Hun, 
Tis the firſt ſtep ? habe fe: WEY of our Wn: 
. Firf then our Muſe has £/ipt ber Wings to night, 
Our Pegalus, as made for ſpeed\ not fight, . 5 
Strains fairly der the Tus f. no- char «from Nature's fiat, J 
rs Big-mouth'd Words the avant of Thought ſupply, 
Nor ſcale the ranſach'd Heavens for Simile ; 
No Scene for Talking's ſate's brought uſele/s on, 
Nor main Deſi>n eee: before the Play is duc. 
No foft-foul'd Monarch pines for flizhted Lowe, 
IWhile the coy Nymph his Humoars to remove 
Can't bear account, but lumps him out her Charms, 
And with a gen'rous Fump flies rampartts his Arms, 
No ranting Heroes with loud Glory favell, 
Nor build their Fame on Deeds impajſible: 
No parlying Armies battle on the Stage, 
While vrangling Chiefs in Wars of Horde engage; 
Nay, ⁊be ve neglected too, tho much in fa; Gion, 
K. To mur then Farne to move Compaſſion ; 
Nor yet to raiſe your Terror can ave bon ſt, 
One dreadful Riſing of a meal. fac 4 Gho/t N 
N Thunder roars, nor Lightning gilds the Shy, 
| 7 uſher dawn a dangiing Deity. | 


— . ! ˙¹²můÜʃ 2 . — 


= Wanders like theſe awe have not choſe to ſhrew, 
Por nothing's Great, that's not in Nature True : 


A7 . 


The Scenes abe choſe to ſhew you, only crave 

They may at leaſt a friendly Sentence have; 
For what Severity might kill, Advice may ſave: 
Let *em your Warning, not your Cenſure ſee, 
For 'twou'd, methinks, a kind of Fuſtice be, 

To giwe the Muſe a ſafe Retreat tg Comedy. | 


(x) 


Hannibal, 4 General of the 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


c Mr. Williams. 


Carthagiutans, 


Blacius, | © Romans and Mor- ) Mr. Mills, 


Pacuvius, 1 tal Enemies, Mr. Cibber. 


Perolla, Son to Pacuvius, Mr. Wilks, 


CA Ronin Allied 


Portius, t to Blacius, c Mr. Keen. 


Tzadira, Daughter to Blacius, Mrs. Oldfield. 


The SCEN E, Salapia. 
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AT I. 
5 c E N E Blacius his Hoſe. 


Enter Blacius 5 Tzadora. 


Bla. [== 2 Acuvius Son! Deteſted Thoug' t! 

RY 59) * is he — 8 
* (The only Wretch Pre an thee 
E to avoid) | 
CS Is Sew? the Choice of thy abandon'd 

ove | 

How cou'd thy vile eee Heart, 
At horrid Mention of Perolla's Flame, 
Forbear to call up all thy vital Warmth 
Into thy fierce diſdainful Eyes, 


And look him dead with a victorious Scorn? 


O thar I live to think my only Child 

In Thought but mingles with Paris Blood ! q 
Tea. [ Kneelins) O my cfiended Father! 

By all my paſt Obedience, by my Mother's Truth, 


And by th' Endearments of paternal Love, 


I do conjure you give my Crimes a hearing, 


. And if in all my Conduct to Peralla, 


4 6 <=" 


2 PEROLLA and IZA DORA. 
My Actions or my T houghts ſtand blameable; 
Nay, if the Conflicts of my ſtruggling Heart 

Gainſt his compulſive Virtues, that engag'd it, 
Merit not at worſt your Pity of my Fortune, 

Then ſhut me forth an Exile from your Care, 
To wander branded with a Parent's Curſe 
Of unforgiven Diſobedience. 

Bla. I take thee at thy Word: And let me warn 
thee well, 5 e Her. 
Before I lend my Patience to * Gau, 

That thou abuſe it not with weak Defences, 

Left my Reſentment ſhou'd with double Right 
Be juſt to thy Undoing. 

Ixa. So may! juſtly meet it, or avoid, 

As my Defence ſhall cenſure or acquit 8 
Bla. Then tell me, ſay, how cam'ſt thou firſt to ſet 
Thy watchleſs Eyes upon this fatal Wretch, 
When I, thou know'ſt, with ſuch revolving Care 
Still bred thy Youth in Courts from him remote, 
Jo keep it (it *twere poſſible) beyond 
The working Power of Fate to join you ever ? 


Ia. Lend yet your Patience, and the F act will prove 
Not IZadora, but her Fate to blame. | | 


Bla. Proceed, while Jet my Temper holds to hear 
- thee. 


Ia. When conqu' ring Hannibals vindictive Arms 

In Canne#'s fatal Field had late prevail'd, 
A few preſs'd Romans, who eſcap'd his Sword, 
Retreated to the Town (where you, Cavoid _ 
Perolla's Sight, had plac'd me with my Uncle Magie 
It chanc'd, a Party of Numidian Horſe 
Purſued theſe flying Romans to the Gates, 

Which in victorious Pride they entring ſaid, 

They wanted not to ſeize, but kindly came, 
They vaunting, cry'd, to mend the Roman Breed 5 
On their young Wives and Daughters. , On che Word, 
Strait to the Temp le (where our Fears had ſnut us 
1“ implore the Gods) the cruel Victors came, 
And from our Oriſons with brutal Force 
The Wives and Virgins dragg'd relentleſs forth, 
_ Whole pros Qi % and Shrieks, ſo Piere d the Hearts 


Ev'n 


Ce EE nr ggs, ea 


arn 


Ber. 


ſet 
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ord, 


arts 


Ev'n 


e and IZA Don A. — + 
Ew. n of the loſt and conquer'd Romans there, 


That Rage, Deſpair and Horror, at the ſight, 
Gave em a new and treble Courage to protect us; 
When ſtrait they fierce as darted Lightning fle- 
With ſwift Deſtruction on the Raviihers : 

And in the Front of our Deliverers, 

A Youth with ſtraining Fury in his Eyes 
_ Seizing the Wretch, Whoſe! impious Hand was bound 

Paſt in my folded Hair, atone bold arias | 

Unlock'd nis horrid Hold, 


And laid him gaiping at my Feet: 
At length this brave Example and the n 


Prevail'd; Half the Numidians ſlain, 
The reſt in Fear retreated to their 
So great, ſo generous an Action 


Bla. Hold! 


Your Praiſes may be ſpar'd, the Action [RED 
It ſelf; and to be jutt, I will ſuppoſe Perolla 


VUnknowing who you were, was your Preſerver. 


Iza. It was indeed Pero/la ! Yet my Heart 


Not more was pleas'd with Life ſo greatly ſav'd, 
Than griev'd to find the Obligation due 
Where your Commands had told me J muſt hate. 


Bla. Thus far thou ait my Daughter ſtill: But ſay | 


What at Petilia paſt: For there | find 
Thy childiſh Heart was flatter'd to thy Ruin. 


1za. Know then, that there he was . e time 
His Country's brave Deliverer, and mine: 


From our Eſcape at Cannæ, to Petilia next 


His Arms conducted us, where ſcarce arriv'd 


But Hannibal's purſuing Force beſieg'd us: 
At which the fearful Magiſtrates ala m'd, 
Conclude on ſhameful Terms to yield the Town; 
But He Perolla firm oppoling them, 
They, ſecret plot without him to ſurrender, 
And knowing too me yet neglectful of his Love, 
Propos'd upon my Woman's Fears, that? 


Shou'd by my Perſon promis d to his Vows | 


| Engage his Vote to yield in their Deſign; 


Or it I'd then betray him to their Hands, | 
They'd full revenge me on his painful Paſſion, 


And 


Abhorrence their diſloyal Fears, and to 


So kind, unhope'd a Confidence in him, 
Secures in Chains the falſe eee 


14 PEROLLA and IZ ADO RA. 
And ſend him Captive with their Terms to Hannibal. 


Bla. Moſti * Traytors But 1 8 you Neined ; 
not 2 


To ſuch Propoſals, tho my mortal F oe; - 
I wou'd not hurt him with my Country's Ruin. 
Ta. O far from ſuch a Thought! I held in Juſt 


Perolla ſtrait their vile Propoſals told, 
While he upon the Inſtant fir'd to ſee me place 


* 
V 
5 
1 
1 
| 
1 
| 


And from th' Example of his glowing Virtue 
So warms the Soldiers to exert their Arms; 


That (on a Council held) they fally forth, 


And in one glorious Action raiſe the Siege. 
Bla. And He, on this flight ViRory pr eſuming, 
Tells his big Tale, pleaſes your Female Pride, 


And, cauſe he ſav'd Petilia, you were e 


Ixa. Yet hear my Fortune, 


And in your utmoſt Prejudice you'll own 
I yielded not till ftorm'd 
Buy farther Obligations to ſurrender. 


For at his glad return from that victorious Sally, 
Thne Wives, the Matrons by his Sword Preſerw ds 
The orateful Virgins too, 


More tender of his long neglected Love, 


In his behalf came kneeling to my Feet, 
And in ſuch ſoft Perſuaſions urg'd his Paſſion, 
Sung with ſuch moving Notes his Godlike V ertue, 


With their Neceſſity of now rewarding it, 


So gently too reproach'd my Heart's Delay, 

That I too conſcious of my own Demerits, © 
Striving in vain to hide my ſpeaking Bluſhes, 

In Tears fell proſtrate to the Earth, and beg em, 


T hat they'd reproach no more my Virgin Fears; 
But if they thought this Trifle of my Perion 


Were a Reward tor any one that had 


Deſerv'd my Country's Favour, to diſpoſe it 
As they ſhou'd pleaſe 
At this they caught me in their friendly hank 


And preſs'd m mc TAR. a thouſand thankful Kiſſes, Ak, | 
| While 


While ſome tranſported to Perolla flew, 
' Whoſe doubtful Heart cou'd ſcarce believe their Joy: 
But when for Proof approach'd in ſight of me, 
Seeing my Tears, my Trembling, and my Bluſhes, | 
He ruſh'd like frighted Life to its Protection, 
| Flew to my yielded Hand, and fainted at my Feet: 
Thus, Sir, you ſee tis to the Cauſe of Rome, - 
And not Pero/la's Charms, that I have given my Heart. | 
Nay, he Perolla too at my Requeſt, 
Now from Petilia having ſent me firft | 
To render both our Duties to a Father, [Gives a Letter. 


PEROLLA and 12 A DORA. 15 


In juſt Obedience waves all nuptial Hopes, 


Till your kind Sanction ſhall confirm him happy. 


Bla. My Daughter! O my deareit Ixadbra! 


Well haſt thou wrought thy Tale to melt my Temper, | 


Nor can I call thy fatal Love thy F ault, 


But thy Misfortune. Now 
Find but another Name for loft Perolla, 


And he were yet, in ſpite of Prejudice, 


T)he ſirſt of Men I'd offer to thy Wiſhes: 


But as he is the falſe Pacuwius Son, 


The hateful curſt Pacuwius, who before 

His treacherous Revolt to Hannibal 

Was ſtill thy Father's mortal Foe: As ſuch 

I muſt deteſt him, cou'd he prove his Blood from Fowe ; 
Has not for nine Deicents our Houle implacable 

_ Held out to his a fix d hereditary Hate? 


And ſhall we now, by fo abhorr'd a Union, 


 Baſely diſtain our great Fore-fathers Honour? 


Shall that expended Blood, which never yet 


Has mix'd with theirs, but on the reeking Earth, 
Flowing from mutual Wounds of unappeas'd Revenge, 


V hile 


At ſaſt now ebbto the tame Quality 
Of a ſupine and liſtleſs Love? 
Diſhonour! Death! and Tortures . 
QA And yet my Eadora is undone! 
By Obligations bound, that conſcious Ms. 
(And O] fear more punctual Love!) 


Can never ſee unpaid ! What will the Gods do with me? 2 


— = 


1za. My deareit Father, on my Kaees [ beg, 


Let not your F ears for me divide your Breaſt 
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16 PEROLLA and IZA DORA: 
With this Perplexity of Thought: For tho' 


My Soul can witneſs, that I'll ſooner die, 


'Than wrong the Friendſhip that I owe Perolla, 
Vet rather than forego my Duty, 
I wou' d reſiſt my greateſt Happineſs. - 


Bla. Preſerve that Thought, as thy firſt "WO of 
Peace, | 


Or loſing 1 i, expect reſiſtleſs Ruin. 


Enter a Servant. 


Ser. My Lord, a Gentleman call'd Decius ind 


In haſte intreats to be admitted. 


Bla. Conduct him 


Me muſt defer this Cauſe, my IJæachra, 
Something ſuperiour now demands my Thought, 
If thou canſt quit Perolla, I am happy; 


If not, when I can crown thy Withes 


With a Reſerve to my untainted Honour, 


Depend upon.a Father's Love. 


Ta. I aſk no more, or of the Gods, or you. [F xit 


IE | Tzadora. 
Enter Decius. 
Bla. Thou'rt welcome „Decius, doubly welcome; now 
What ſays the Conſul to'our new-born Hopes ? 


Are they approv'd, or are we Slaves to Car 1 3 


Dec. Maſters, I hope my Lord: But how thoſ le Hopes 


Go forward, am I ſent to learn of you. 


Are the Salapians ſtill reſolv'd? 
Bla. All firm, and reſtleſs to retrieve, or to 


Revenge their Honour, and their F reedom loſt, 
Which daily now th inſulting Hannibal, 


Regardleſs of the Bonds on which he enter'd here 


| Moſt Tyrant-like incroaches on: For know 


The falſe Pacuvius, tho he wrought indeed 
A ſpleenful Faction to betray the Town, 


Vet with his utmoſt Skill cou'd on no eaſier Terms 


Deceive the Populace t' unbar the Gates, 


Than firſt of twenty Days compleat allow'd _ : 
For ev'n thoſe Votes, that had oppos'd his Entrance, | 
Ty make their Choice for Rome, or Hannibal, 


Which 
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now 


Iopes 
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Which 
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Which i is indeed for Death or Slavery, 
As my wrong' d Brother Magius Blood ſevere has bl. 


Dec. How | Magius dead! Aa Delinquent dead! 


Are theſe his Proofs of Faith ? Of what accus'd | 1 


Bla. I'll tell thee, Decius. 


My Brother ſeeing of late tlie Slave Pacuwius 
Fawning, and ſupple to the imperious Nod 
Of Hannibal (whom he five D.ysb Bre 
Had calPd his Country's execrated Foe) 
His boiling Heart, in horror of the Sight, 
_Ev'n to the Carthayinians Front burit forth 
Into ſuch ſharp Invectives on Pacuwius, 
Urging how much a Hero's Soul ſhou'd ſcorn 
IT he abject Friendſhip of ſo vile a Wretch, 
That tho he lov'd the Treaſon, yet ſhou' d hate the 


Traytor: 


Stern Hannibal incens'd as ninch at what his Sword 
Had done, as what his Tongue then talk d againſt him, 5 
Swore on the Inſtant he ſhou'd kneel, and ask 
*Pacuwiys* Pardon, or that Inftant die: 
*Which Magizs anſwering with a ſcornful Smile, 
That Moment by the Guards was dragg'd alen. | 
And on the common Shambles loſt his Head. 
Dec. O moſt unhoſpitable Deedd 
And how, my Lord, do the Salapians take it? 


Bla. As you may ouels, by what I now from them 
Have to the Conſul late propos'd: They hate 


This Deed, and by this Town reſtor'd to ts 
Reſolve immediate to revenge it. 


Dec. And right at once the Cauſe of Rome, and 
Blacius. 


| Bla. For me it matters not: My pleas'd Deſpight 


h halt by Fortune aQted on Pacuvius. 

Pve liv'd at laſt to ſee him falſe and perjur'd ; 

Falſe to his Gods, and hateful to Mankind: 

For what can more deſerve to be abhorr'd, 

Than the vile Slave, that dares betray his Country:? | 


Dec. The greateſt Juſtice that his Crimes can meet 


Were from his greateſt Foe to find his Puniſhment 3 | 


„ And that J hope the Gods reſerve for you. 
ance, 


Bla. Lift but my * up, ye Powers, to ſee | 3 


That 
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Of Fortune cloſe em then for ever 
Me talk away the Time: | | oe 
How near's the Roman Army to galapia . F 4 
Dec. Six Leagues this Morning was their utmoſt 1. 
Diſtance, SN 
And that their laſt Advances may be wade; Tf 
The Conſul firſt has ſent me for Advice, | 1 
To know what Numbers here were firmly yours, W 
Ho ſoon they cou'd be ready to receive em, T 
What Gate wou'd eaſieſt open to his Force, 8 pr 
And if to-night he may begin his ſilent March? 

Bla. Firſt for our Numbers, our Accounts But hold, 
It won't be ſafe too far to charge your Memory; 1 
I better ſhall diſpatch my ſelf in Writing. 7 
Vou'll pardon, Sir, a Moment's 3 on v 
Your Patience — — 1 
Enter a Servant. D 
95 My Lord, Pacuvius ſays, from Rade WM 
He ſays to treat with „ 4 

Bla. Pacubiut, ha! J 

_ *T'were too much hazard, Decius, ſhou'd he find _ 


Lou here—Retirea Moment 
I gueſs his Buſineſs, which Pl! ſoon diſpatch, 

And then return to our Affair. 5 3 
Dec. My Lord, I ſhall attend your leifure——{F: wit 
Bia. Where i he? ©- - Decius. x 
Ser. He walks, my Lord, without * the Pave 

ment 3 | I 

And when afk'd him if he'd pleaſe to enter, 4 
He ſtern reply d me, No! I'll here ſee Blacius. , 
If he won't come, I'm anſwer'd in his ſilence. 
Bla. Now our Deſign's ſo near a head, it won't 
Be ſafe to ſlight a Thought from Hannibal, | 4 
Tho' my ſwol'n Heart diidains the Converſe of - 

This I. raytot— She w me, [Ex. Bla. and Ser. 


: The SCENE drawing, FOAM Pacuvius alone in 4 
Piazza before Blacius's Houſe. | 


Pas. Fool that I am! I've hazarded too for! . 
Shou 


. 
— . 
IH 
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| Shou'd Blacius now embrace the Offers [ 


Muſt make, again my weak Revenge might fail me: 
For rather than partake one Cauie with him, 

I wou'd again revolt from Hannibal. 

Since more my Sp itꝭ to Blacius, than Regard 


To Carthage, has reduc'd me falſe to Rome Tis true 


8 


Prevail to get the thing refus'd 


it hold, 


I've promis d Hannibal to tempt his Faith 


Ell keep my Word — but keep the Stateſman too, 


Who crder'd to ſollicit what himſelf dillikes, 
Takes care his manner of Perſuaſion may 
He comes, 


| Enter Blacius. | 0 
Bla. Thou hit ſt me well, Pacuwius, and I'm glad 


Thy Pride refuſes thee to enter here, 


Where Cuſtom wou'd, I own, have bound me up 


To hoſpitable Forms, which my Sincerity 


al 


Diſdains to pay the Man I hate. 

Pac. And toavoid Civilities from thee 
Have I diſdain'd to enter, and be theſe 
The only Forms that ever paſs between us, 
Bla. I greet thee with an equal Scorn, 

Tis well--Deliver now thy Meſſage. 


Pac. My Meſlage ! What! think'lt thou I am like 


—[ Exit 


Decius. 
e Pave- 


Il 
A Slave to be commanded? 
Bla. —ͤ u— 


1 No: 


For to thy Fears and Falſhood thou'rt a Slave, 


By Nome abhorr'd, whole Cauſe thou halt betray d; 


By Hannibal deſpis'd, to whom thou art 


A Slave, while J am only Captive from 


The Chance of War, or rather not of War 


7 5 


t 


Pac. But me! hated thee, and I betray'd thee; 
And 'tis indeed my Sou!'s moſt comfortable Thought, 


To know that I have ruin'd thee. 


| $5 3 BY : 1 8 
and der. f a. On to thy Buſineſs 


ne in 


Pac To Buſineſs then From Hannibal I come 


To know, if yet thou haſt reſolv'd thy Choice; 
Twelve of the Twenty Days allow'd are paſt, _ 
And much he wonders at thy cold Regard 


Of all thoſe courteous Liberties, which he 


Un- 


4 
2 
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Unbound allows: No Guard upon thy Doors, 


No Perſons queſtion'd in Regreſs or Entrance, My 
Confin'd in nothing but thy Word for Reſidence ; My 
And in return to all theſe Favours, thou | My 
Not only do'ſt delay thy own Alliance, — 
But with thy beſt Perſuaſions do'ſt retard _ 
Others inclin'd from their declaring——Now .] ] ꝰ́W 11 
I have diſcharg'd my Truſt to Hannibal; Met 
But to be honeſt to the Hate I owe thee too, . 

I plain confeſs I wiſh thee ſtill his Enemy; = /. 
Nor wou'd I be a Monarch in that State, I + 
That wou'd accept a Friend in Blacizs : 'Fo 
I've ſaid, and now—thy Anſwer. Wit 
Bla. mm . — This: bet 
Tell Hannibal, tho Twelve,  _ In 
Yet not the Twenty Days agreed are paſt; kla 
Dill then he's bound in Honour not to urge wo 
My Choice, which yet it liſts me not to make: Th 
And for the boaſted Courteſies he does me, 3h 
I've little taſted them ſince Magius' Death. Di 
Pac. I had forgot—That too was wrought by me. Le 
Magius had offended me, and Ideſtroy'd him. Bu 
Bla. Ol give me Patience! Thou! the hone: Fo 
WV J 
He ſpoke of thee conſider'd in his Death, | 
Wou'dſt thou aſcribe what Hannibal before Za 
Reſolv'd, as done i'th' leaſt regard to thee ? T. 


Away, thy little Spleen was never thought on! Thou! ze. 
JJ Vaary EEE Tanner os | 
Pac. I tell thee, it was I gave thy Brother Ri 


Dek: „„ 1 Fi 
But thou'rt in Paſſion, and thy peeviſh Pride _ 
Is touch'd to find thy Sorrows due to me. 1 
Bla. Is Paſſion then a Crime, when ſuch as thou A 
Eſcape Fowe's Thunder, and infeſt Mankind! F 
If Rage, or generous Reſentment, be . | T 
For Wrongs yet unreveng'd, a Crime; tis ſure \ 
The only one thy Soul yet never knew.  _ V 


Pac. *Tis falle! Nor is there in the horrid Scroll 
Of Deeds facinorous a Crime, at which my Soul 
MWou'd ſtop to prove my pointed Hate to Blacius : _ 


_— ” = / 


Nay, 
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Nay y, if thou think'K tis Tameneſs makes me cool, 


on occaſion can be loud as thee; 
My Blood, as ſoon as thine, can boil to Paſſion, 
My Eyes with equal Fire confront thy Rage, 
My Sword with a ſuperior Fury meet thee, 
But as thou art the Man I'm born to hate, 
Whoſe anxious Life I rather ſhou'd preſerve 
To feed my Gall upon thy lingring Woes, 
Methinks, tis more tormenting to thy Spleen, 
T'inſult thee thus with calm deliberate Malice, 
Bla. Hear this, ye Powers! 
Pac. One thing I farther too ſhou'd tell thee of, 
For I confeſs it is a feeling Pleaſure 
With ſuch Exceſſes to afflict thy Soul) 
betters this Morn inform me, that my Son Perolla 
in a late Sally at Petilia's Siege, 
Flas puſh'd his youthful Gallantry fo . 
That in thy Daughter Ixadora's Eyes 
The Action had ſuch ſweet romantick Charms, | 
 3Was quite forgot our Family's fierce Hate, 
 Diſfowns her Father, and purſues his Love. 
y me. [ cannot ſay indeed ſhe ſigh'd in vain, 
gut I believe his Longings may be over, 
honeſt For I am told the Boy's Satiety 
Jas ſince diſmiſs'd her home again to thee. 
Bla. Notorious! damn'd, invented Falſhood ! 
| Bat that I've now a better way to gall 


Thy Heart, my Sword ſhould right her injur'd F ame. 
Thou dee there, the Stab to thy retorted Malice; 


[ Gives him Perolla's Letter, 
Brothe: Read there, who moſt forgets the Father's Hate: 


From- his own Hand thy conquer'd Son's her Slave, 
in Terms ſubmiſſive, begs he may eſpouſe her, 
He burns, he dies with Horrour to enjoy her; 
And let him periſh, die and rot with lean Deſpair, 
For cou'd (which is impoſſible) my Rage * 
That after my accumulated Wrongs, 
e and now thy ſpotted Malice to her Fame, 
Ay Child cou'd think in favour of thy Son, 
id Scroll *erdition ſeize me, but theſe honeſt Hands 


a m her degenerate Breaſt ou d * her Heart, 


thou 


22 PEROLLA and Iz A DñORA. 


” 
b 2 
— — . 1 
— woo 


- = — 8 
— > wel 
— _— 
— — n 
— 
” te œP—— 
* —— — — vuœ 


Nay, then at once to ſtrike t hee dumb for ever, | 
My Izadera! Ho! come forth, thy Father calls! 


Have lived, and gloried in a ceaſeleſs Hate; 


Has thrown ſuch vile A. iperfions on thy Fame, : 


Now then conſider well 


For my SUPRort in feehler Spleens, Old age 


And daſh it in the Face of curs'd Perolla. 

Pac. Damnation! marry her! 
”. eee read the Loo ; 
Bla. W. hat, is thy Pride con founded at the New 


Now thou ſhalt ſee that dire Revenge ſo long N 
Delay'd of our conteſting Houſes' Hate, b 
In conquering I⁊adora's Eyes at laſt 
To ample Expiation is reſerv d 

Enter Izadora. . 1 
I call? d thee, Hu a, Mark me well! | 


There ftands the Man, whoſe Anceſtors to thine, ; 


As thine to his, for now two hundred Years 


The Man, to whoſe perfidious Spite thou ow'ſt 


Thy Father's Bondage, and thy Country's Ruin; 


The Man who to my Face this Inſtant now 


Thy Modeſty wou'd fink ſhou'd I Tween 'em. 


l 


T hat on thy juſt Reſentment of tl 40 Wrongs 


Depends our Houſc' Honour, and thyFame's Reven; 


I think thou art my Daughter, and it were 
To doubt thy Virtve ſhou'd I urge'thee more. 
But as thou'rt conſcious of no Stain deſerv'd, 
I now conjure thee by thy Mother's Tomb, 


Buy her moſt dread Regards to ſpotleſs Fame, 


And by thy Father's Pangs of Injur'd Honour, 


Let thy diſdainful Eyes exert their Art 


T'avenge. our mutual Wrongs on curs'd Perolla's He 44 
Exit Blacius with Izado 
Pac. What grinning Fury from invidious Hell 


Has plotted With thi: Fiend to grate my Soul ! 


My Son! Pere/la! O abandou d Boy 1. -- VM 
| De I behold my Treaſure of Revenge, 1 
Which I in Avarice of Hate had like . | 
A Self-denying Miſer hoarded up _ # 


dur, 


lla's He 
th Izad 053 


Hell 
E 


Tis done 


PER OLLA and IZ A DORA. 23 
At laſt exhauſted by a Woman's Smile, 
$ Honſum'd in Folly by a ſpendthrift Boy, 

And drain'd in Riots of degenerate Love! 

Nor ſtops the Horror there, but forms new F ears: 

0 What if in ſpite to me, as I to him, 


The vengeful Blacius ſhou'd comply with a 


Become his firm Ally, and then perhaps 
His ſervile Arts, as they prevail'd with Rome 
To get himſelf in ſcorn preferr'd to me, 


May poſſibly alike ſucceed with Carthage, 
And ſo a ſecond time inſult my Fortune! 


Ten thouſand Ponyards are within me, | 
ge huſh'd my Heart, a Beam of dawning Thought 
Darts to my Brain, and forms reviving Eaſe— 


—The Means I have—why not reſolve the Deed? 
my e Heart” S at reſt, and Blacius 5 
dead. | | | | [ Exit © 


ACT I 
8 CE N E, a Garden to Pacuvius his 2 


Enter Pacuvius, and hw 13 


Pac. LVO U ſaw how Hannibal receiv'd his Anſwer. 
/ Rom. Be ure it ſtung his Pride to be ſo 
| ſighted. | 

2d Row Blacius methinks from Magin Death 


„Might better have been warn'd, | 
177 to inſult his Conqueror. ( Magius? 


34 Rom, What hinders Hannibal to uſe him then like 


B Pac. Why this, Magius was hot, a headitrong Foe z | 


F But Hannibal in Blacius hope'd a Friend, 
And therefore gave his Honour when he e dere 
To be himſelf his Sug Now char > the Bar: 


4 . But 


I here every filent ſhiny Night alone 
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But ſhall we think, that Blaciu Death wrought by Re 
Some private means unknown to Hannibal O7 
(Whatever Face in ſhow he might put on) 1 
In his cloſe Heart wou'd not to the laſt oblige him ? ? 

1// Rom. Impoſſible but ſo. 3 

24 Rom. It muſt of courſe. | 0 

Pac. When Great Men frown upon a ſtubborn Foe--. 

34 Rom. They ſeldom count him ſuch, that ends him. 
Pac. Right—Al Actions can t have publick Thanks, 4 

But this I know, 2 

That Miniſter, who lays up no Rewards 

For ſecret Service, will have little done, 
Or in the Camp or State: Shall I be plain? 43 
I think you are my Friends, I'm ſure I've cauſe. * 
To think you are, ſince at my ſuit the Cauſe 2 
Of Rome with me diſdaining you've deſerted; 
Which Thought alone conſider'd, 'twere in me 
The worſt Ingratitude, ſhou'd 1 neglect 
To puſh your friendly Fortunes with my own : 
What need I words? You've now th'Occaſion in | 
Your hands: one Blow compleats your Wiſhes; { 
Shew your ſelves Men, and I'm ia Honour bound 
To whiſper your Deſerts to Hannibal. (eacl 
3d Rom. My Lord, you have propos'd us well; bur 

Man ſpeak his own Opinion: For my ſelf, 

I ever thought in Actions deſperate 
Long Pauſes ſhew'd a cold Conſent. 

Pac. My F riends—you Wen. plain—who likes 
1 Rom. 1 (the Offer 
24 Rom. And I. 

34 Rom. Then al of us. 

Pac. Pacuvius then's the Avon of your Fortunes; ; 
5 [Boing to them all. 
Vou know the platform, where his on Houle ſands, ue 


He moody walks, and chews his Diſcontent, 
The propereſt place, I think, to end his Cares; 
J need not {ay he's ſure: For you are Three, 
The Fact once done, and you. unknown eſcap'd. 
With ſecret pleaſure Hannibal receives \ 
The News: : Yet in his ſeeming Rage proclaims l 
Rewards] 


- 7 
Vie "I 
1 
Wo 1 
1 4 
7 
7 


t by Rewards for them that bring th'Aſſaſſins forth, 
| On which I ſmiling tell him in his Ear, | 
That were theſe barbarous honz& Fellows known, 


im? The Troops now vacant need not want Commanders, 

e 34 Rom. If I don't head one : ſoon, it ſhan't be want 
Boe of Mere. 

\ Foe. 2d Rom. =Puſh, as far as any Man. - 


hin 1, Rom. T long to meet this Blacius. 
OW 1 7 5 I long 15 you all Commiſſions. 
34 Rom. Why do we loy ter then? 
Pac. Tis now about his Hou. 
34 Rom. His laſt, my Lord—y ou hear of us. 


[Ex. Romans. 


TW 


Non Blacius, our Accounts are even. 
- Enter a Servant ewith a Light. 


Fr My Lord, a Roman now without preſents 
vou this, and begs your ſpeedieſt Anſwer. 
Pac. Give me the Taper Ha! Perolla's Hand: 


s {Reads} Forgive me if my Heart confeſſes Grief, 

4 5 To find my Safety doubtful at your Doors: 
(each ; © I've been too firm a Friend to Rome, expect 
1; ek Protection from the Friend of Hannibal; 


* And yet, whate'er the Gods or you deſign, 
© I'm till Pacuwius moſt obedient Son, | 


Perolla. | 


<< 2th 2 Give him this Signet with my Honour for 
Offer His ſafe Return: The Virtue of this Boy [Ex. Serv. 
* Stirs me to think how far I'm his Inferior. 
Yet—why Inferior— ſay, I've choſen wrong, 
If U believe it right, I hold my Virtue ſtill : 


unes | Tis not the Truth or Error of his Cauſe, 
"a as | But as a Man defends the Choice h'as made, 


That crowns his Fame, or brands him with Diſhonour. 
J in the Cauſe of Carthage then I err, | 

| Judgment, not my Virtue, 1s to laws: 

Lere's one that comes, I gueſs, to queſtion me; 

1 Bur 'm prepar'd— Approach, my Son, tis I, 

1 Thy Father, e 'Thou' rt Privace heres and ſafe. 
8 5 | W-: Ener 
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| Pac. Here at my own Houſel ſhall expect vou 


wy a 
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Enter Perolla. 


Per. In Thanks thus bending, I receive your Jive: . 
The time has been when I durſt meet you fre 
In open Day, and unaſſur'd Protection: | 
Why are theſe hateful Forms between us now ? ? 
Pac, Thoſe Times are chang'd. 
Per. And not Pacuwvius? | 
Pac. No—for I was always conſtant to- the Cauſe 7 
Of Honour ; therefore left the Cauſe of Rome. | 
Par. Therefore! 
Stupendous Paradox | Now chang'd indeed! 
Pac. Rome baſely did me wrong, and what I've done 
Was a Revenge my Conſcience ow'd my Merit. 
The froſty Sieges, and the ſcorching Camps, 
Which I had felt in her ungrateful Cauſe, 
Deſerv'd a better Treatment, than to ſee 
My mortal Foe preferr'd before me, Blacius! 
Why was not I Salapia's Governour ? 
Pac. In Poſts of ſuch Concern 
Sometimes the high Diſtempers of a State 
Neceſſitate a Wrong like what you think one; 
The Inclinations of the Senate were, 
I dare affirm, more fond of you than Blacius; 
But at that time, as Phyſick to its Fever, 
To purge a Faction, which diſturb'd the State, 
They were content the Clamours of a Party ſhou'd 
Extort Preferment for their Leader Blacius. 
Pac. Mean Slaves! 
"Per. But fince the fatal Conſequence, 
With what Sincerity tis now repented, 
This from the Senate better will convince you. 1 
= [Offering a Leite, 
Pac. Ha! Ist poſſible What! treat with me? Alas 
Perolla, thou miſtak'ſt the Man, Pacuvius! No! 
No Matter, he's a tame 3 Wreteh,” - 8 
Contented with the Burthen of Diſhonour ! Dogs! ; 
I hate em more for Fawning, than their noiſy Bark; 
Vet *tis a Tranſport to my Soul to ſay _ 
I have diſdain'd to read their ſervile Offers; 
And thou too now, as well as they, ſhalt find 


1 
L 
. 
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| am the ſame, the conſtant Roman ſtill, 


Whoſe fix d Reſentment of my Honour's nt 
Has made Revenge my Virtue. 
Per. If not for Rome, for my ſake yet at leaſt, 


4 7 Peruſe the Terms: for by my Honour's Life, 
They're ſuch as you with Honour may receive: 
To my Diſcretion did the Senate yield 


And gladly offer, what your Son (l hope 2 
. Your Friend) propoſes. 


Pac. Nor yet for thy ſake will I deign to read em: 


Canſt thou too think thy Father's Soul ſo tame, 
As to ſuppoſe their Provinces cou'd-bribe me back? 


What! Bow to ſhame! With humble, downcaſt Looks, 


_ Repent a Crime of which my Heart is proud! 
And in the Vote of an imperious Senate, live 


A branded, poor, forgiven Rebel! No! 


Tell 'em, I ſcorn their Friendſhip, and their Power, 


And will with Hannibal chaſtize their Inſolence. 


Per. Nay then J ſee, all hope to move you's vain; 
A ſateleſs Paſſion eats your Reaſon up, 


And leaves you but the Fragment of your ſelf: 


2 a Lu £2 
ne? Alas 6 
No! 8 


Loſt is the Father, and the Roman deaf, 
Rome and Perolla bid you now farewel for ever: 
Farewel ye Pleaſures of exalted Virtue, 

Whoſe generous Effects my flater'd Youth 


Propos'd ſhou'd give a new and vital Joy 


To my declining Father's Age: Now I 


With dread ſhall draw my guilty Sword in War, 


Since every Drop it ſheds of hoſtile Blood 
Muſt flow from an offended Father's Wounds ! 
Rome too farewel; thy Cauſe is deſp'rate now ! 
Pacuvius that ſupported thee, is loſt, 

Firm leagu'd with Hannibal to lead thy Sons 

In Chains, and lay thy Tewers in Aſhes — 
——The Gods can tell——Perhaps it may be fo, 


POTEN ® 


And your prevailing Arms ſucceſs in time 


May bring the hoary Senate at your Feet 


Bound, and imploring Pardon of your Wrongs, 


Wich you Triumphant poſſibly refuſe : 


1 Suppoſe this done, and your beſt Hopes acco:nplith'd, 


Yet where s the Pleaſure of this deat Rev enge? „ 
3 To 
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To ſee the Partners of your happier Life 

In their Eſtates, their Wives, and their Poſterity, 
From a Caprice of your impatient Temper made 
Hereditary Slaves? Can Human Senſe | 
Retain a Taſte of Joy, that flows from ſuch a Spring ? 
Is the loud World's Applauſe and Cenſure priz?d _ 
Alike? Or has it more of Happineſs BR 

To live miſtruſted *mong her cautious Foes, 


(For your Revenge, and not your Intereſt ſerves em) 


Than in your Country's Cauſe be try'd a Friend, 
And end your Days in native Honour ? 75 

O] when to future Time our Story ſnal! 

Be told, how will it ſtun the Faith of Men 

To think Perolla had a Roman Father? 

Pac. Perolla! O what wou'd I not endure 

One Moment to enjoy thy honeſt Mind? | 
Thou'ſt found (I know not how) the wakeful Means 

To rouze me to a Senſe of my Condition; 
I'll firive a while to man my Virtue forth, 

And if I find thee act the like, if thou 

Like me canſt ſtarve thy moſt voracious Paſſion, 

To feed the joint Revenge of our inſulted Honour, 

Iis poſſible, I yet may read the Terms of Rome. 

Per. Give me a Proof, my Honour's touch'd with 


5 My greateſt Joys were taſteleſs to Revenge. (Wrong, 


Pac. There ſpoke th'inſpir'd Soul of my Perolla. 
J'Il tell thee then, *cis not ſo much, I own, XY 

Revenge to Rome, as to my mortal Foe, 

Curs'd Blacius, that has made me leave her Cauſe : 

On him and his, the Drowth of my Revenge 

Is never to be ſlak' d, but in avow'd Perdition : 

| Now if in that thou proveſt but half my Son, 

To Rome and thee I'm whole a Friend and Father. 

To which how &rm my Virtue 1s inclin'd, * 

judge by the Violence Ido my Heart. 
When this to Blacius, from thy Hand, I pardon. 


N [side, him his Letter to Blacius. 
Per. Thus let me bend in Thanks, and beg to know 
(For that's the Rock from which you'd ſteer my Virtue) 


Wherein my Honour's fo concern'd avoid i 
My Love! Otell me! For the Thought's a Rack. 


. 
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Pac. (Afide.) He warms to my. Deſign. 
Not thento mind thee of our Houſes' Hate. — 


Per. That'sold, I know it, Sir, but on = 


Pac. To tell thee then 


W hat I this day from Blacius have endur'd, 


: 1 When I preſuming ON thy honeſt Hate Te | 
Smil'd at the Fondneſs of his Blood ſubdu'd, 


And urg'd how light thou mad'ſt of [zadora, 
HFad'ſt tnou beheld with what inſulting Spleen _ 
That Letter to my Pride's Confuſion he produc'd, 

With what tranſported Eyes, and big Dildain, 

He warn'd his Daughter's Scorn Vavenge his Hate an 
_ thee; 8 5 

That! that alone might ſtart thee into Madneſs: 


Ice ſtabs me bat to think, that I need Words 


1“ inflame thee to be foremoſt in thy Pride, 
And from this glorious Hour to leave with Scorn 
II e 
Per. Foremeſt wou'd I always be in ſtarts of Honour: 
But have you proof, that Blacius dread Commands 
Prevail'd upon his perjur'd Daughter's Faith? _ 


Did ſhe, did Vander yield her Love, 


And join his Fury in purſued Revenge? 
Pac. I cannot ſay I ſaw her, but be ſure 


N His Prayers or Vows againſt her threatned Life 
Buy this time muſt have mov'd her to abjure thee. 


Per. If I believ'd, that Prayers or Threats, that 
Bribes „ Ne 8 


Or Dangers, cou'd unlock the Treaſure of her Faith, 
This Heart, diſdainful of her worthleſs Charms, 
Shou'd turn her looſe, the Miſtreſs of Mankind, 

JI To fate the groſs Deſires of vulgar Love: 
But as ſhe is, as now my grateful Heart 
SGuppoſes her, unſhaken in her Truth, 

Tho with her Father's fatal Rage purſued, 
Methinks I ſee him'gainſt her Lite reſolv'd ! 
Now, now perhaps th obdurate Blacius Hand 


Furious directs his lifted Dagger's Point 


f 5 To her unchanging Heart, while ſhe in Plaints 
And Tears ſucceſſleſs begs for Mercy, then 
Looks up in Sighs ſubmiſſive to his Rage, 
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Swells forth her beauteous Boſom to the Stroke, 
When to her Charms Diſtreſs—he drops t the n 


dcn. 


Pac. Suppoſe, what but thy Fancy paints were 1 


truek⁊·xöł⸗᷑⸗ü! 
Per. Shall I for ſach Extremities endur d 
Turn recreant Rebel, and deſert her Love ? | 
Shall ſhe, whoſe Temper likea Rock withſtood 


The forceful Onſet of the tend'reſt Paſſion, 

Crown'd with the Merit of her Life preſerv'd ; 

Faeet when her Country's Cauſe requir'd the Change, 
When at her Feet the grateful Mis kneel'd 


1” implore her Pity on my Love's Deſpair, 
With what Confuſion for her Heart with-held, 


Broke ſhe through all the Bars ofancient Hate, 


And at Petilia on my Sword's Succeſs 
Reſign'd the vaſt Profuſion of her Charms ? ? 


Shall ſhe in Bloom of Beauty too be left? 
Such matchleſs Virtues, . and ſuch Love forlorn! 2 
O! tis an Act fo horrid to my Senſe, _ 

It ſtarts my Reaſon into Fury at the Thought. 


Pac. No more, I charge thee on thy. Lite, no 10 


Canſt thou ſuppoſe my Senſe is pleas'd to hear | 
Thee chaunt the Raptures of thy hateful Paſſion 2 

Are thy vile Bonds to one my Blood abhors, 

Vet ſtronger than thy boaſted Zeal to Rome Pp. 

Is my Alliance too ſo low eſteem'd, _ 

Thov'lt rather loſe it than abjure my Foe ? 

What can'ſt thou hope, but in theſe Thoughts provoke, 
I too like thee confin'd by Honour now 


Shou'd ſeize thee lawful Captive of the War, 


And in the Priſoner chain the headitrong Son? 
Be dumb! left I ſhould yet forego my Mercy : 
For ſpite of all thy obſtinate Deſires, _ 
There's ſomething in the Folly of my Pride, 0 


That's pleas'd (tho drawn againſt thy Father's Cauſe) 


Jo lee the young Succeſſes of thy Sword; 
And tho I now ſhou'd hold thee as a Foe, 


Yet Nature ©. lead, aud F ather—hids thee 20. Ex. 


© ſeveralh. 
The 


ap? f 


ts were 


ge, 


» more! 
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Ts 8 CEN E opens to the Street: Blacius croſſes the 


Stage, and « at ſome PRE the three Romans ob- 


Lie him. 


' 1/t Rom, Yonder ki walks, let's take him while his 

Back 9 

1 towards us. | „ 
34 Rom. —— That's not ſo well: 

At leaſt diſpatch him with the Face of Honour ; 35 

Firſt hold him in Diſcourſe a while, 

Provoke him with Affronts beyond his Patience, then | 

In heat of his. Reſentment end him. 
24 Rom. I like that 'Thought— it gives my Con- 

{cience caſe. 
1 Fl Rom. Hark! I hear the Tread of ſome approach- | 
- ien, 
| Let's * beſore they reach us. — e 


Enter Perolla, and Strato bis Page. 


Stra. Muſt we away to-night, my Lord £ 
Per. To- night, my Strato, 


My Buſineſs diſappointed, ſo requires: 
Thou know'ſt not where the Houſe of Blacius ſlands. 


Stra. Not I, my Lord; for tho I ſerv'd her — 
My Lady Tzadera never once 


Was then within Salapia's Walls: But you, 


My Lord, Ithought had long reſided here. 


vok'd, 


auſe) 5 
e 1 
verally, 

The 4 


+28 
8 


Per. When I was young, 1 am inform'd, I aid; 
But ſince my Memory can witneſs, n never. 
Where do the Horſes wait us? 

Stra. Near half a Mile without the Town, my Lord. 8 

Per. On then before, my Strato, and prepare em: 
I'll walk a Turn, and overtake thee. [Ex. Page. 
1 know not why, but cannot leave this place; 7 
And tho' apparent Danger's in my ſtayr, 

Vet where my Love reſides, my Heart will hover. 
Fain wou'd I ſtay, if poſſible to learn 
| How beauteous Tzadora's Prayers ſucceed, 
Ho far they're loſt, or may have gain n'd on Blacius. 
Ha ! What ſudden Claſh of Swords! This wa 


y it comes! 
Wader the N s pale Light deceives me ioo, 


. | : Op. 


* 
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| 00 pee in ſhameful odds three Men 
With Points determin'd upon One retreating ! 


Enter Blacius, retreating before the three Romans. 
Perolla draws, and interpoſts. 


How now ! What means this Midnight Outrage ? 1 


Hold! 


Bla. F ortune, I thank thee, yet there's left an Hope. : 


Per. If you are Men that hold your Honour dear, 
4: For ſhame, lay by theſe moſt unmanly Odds, 

And fingly hand to hand decide your Difference. 
34 Rom. Preſumptuous Slave, retire, leſt on thy ſelf 
Thou draw'it a Fate deſign'd alone for him. 

Per. Nay, then his Cauſe is worthy of my Sword; 
Take Courage, Sir, you're ſtronger than you were, 
They now have me to kill, before they reach you. 


Bla. O generous Stranger ſee how thy Fire has 
__ warm'd me. | TP Ali. . 


Per. There, Sir: [Kills ne] 
: Now, Slaves, we are of equal Force. 


2d Rom. No, Sir, your Courage we have prov'd, | Y 


and now 


| *Tis time to try your ſpeed. 1 hey run of RH 


Hts Notorious Villains! 


4. O Gediike Fourth.” This generous AQ de- T1 


| mand 

More Thanks chan this poor Life preſervd can pay. 

Per. The Action, Sir, rewards it felf: I muſt 

Believe you wrong'd, becanſe your Enemies 

More truſted in heir Numbers than their Cauſe. 
Bla. The Gods defend you, Sir, you bleed 
Per. Tis nothing, Sir, I fee] no pain. F 
34 Rom. Oh . 
Bla. Ha! What Voice was that? 
Per. One of th' Aſſaſſins dying, I ſuppoſe. "OE 
Bla. Tis ſo indeed—If thou would'ſt hope Relief 

F rom him, whoſe Life thou haſt attempted 3 ſpeak, 

Who ſet thee on? 


34 Rom. With large Rewards and Promiſes deluded, | 


Pacuvius wrought me to attempt thy Life ! 
Bla. Hacuviass Damn'd Infernal ener! 5 


3 
3 1 Ts 
3 
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Per. My Father Ha! O ſhameful Thought L. de. 
34 Rom. As Lam dying, what I've told you's true. 

8. 4 this Confeſſion can deſerve Forgiveneſs, 

| (F or all Relief's too late) O Blacius, pardon ! [Dies. 

ge? Per. Ha! Blacius! ! 2 

Se 0 my tranſported Heart! Well have Len 8 

los 1 My deareſt Blood, if the laſt Drops of Life { Aſide. 

"P ; ee fav'd the Father of my Love. _ . 

He What means this Flood within my Boſoin? 

Bla. How is it, Sir; you tremble, and Fo: Cheek 

ſelf turns pale. 

15 Per. I doubt I'm hurt to Aer. | 

Bla. Now all good Stars forbid: My Houſe i is near, 

3. pleasd a while to make it, Sir, your on; 

23 T here Surgeons ſhall be call'd to your Relief. 

Per. In my Condition, Sir, the F avour's not = 


= 10 be refus d. 

% Bla. ———Recline upon my Aria; : 
3 [ thank you, 8 — (1 his Care oer. pays my 
5 d, WLmé Service. 


L909 The Hope's too great! my oulfive Heart lie gill, 
of If Jradora's there, the Wounds I feel, 
Tho deeper, yet her beauteous Eyes wou'd heal be- 


de- La Enter Pacuvius atone, with a cloſe Light. 


Pac. The Noiſe of claſhing Swords is huſh'd, and now 
| The ſaucy B/acius I preſume's at peace. | 
What's that [—By my fierce Flood of Joys, tis he! | 
1 [Treading againſt the dead Rowan. 
| gu pine and ſpe: chleſs as a Dunghil Dog! 
| My Blades, I ſee, have well perform'd their Work ; 
How now, F riend Blacius 7 ſieſt thou at laſt ſo low ! 
Cou'd not thy churliſh Breath one Moment more 
Have lagg'd to let me feed my glutted Ears 
On the fal Groans of thy expiring Life? 
his all the gather'd Fruit of my Revenge, 
Ĩ0 ſee thee jentelefs at my Joy? Iwant % 
© . have thee know my. Tranſport. at thy Death. 
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Thou u at! in Curſes on Pacuvius living. 45 
| [Opens his Light, and — on his Rath. = - 


Diſtraction! Tortures ! Hell What ist I fee? - _ | 
Not Blacius! but the Coward Carcaſs of „„ 
The Slave that ſhou'd have kill'd him. Sure no Wretch W. 
Was ever torn by Fortune like Pacuæ ius l V1 
As if the Gods had vow'd my vain Revenge 3 | 


To this exceſſive Violence ſhou'd ſwell, 
. To be it elk its greater Puniſhment ! 


Enter Decius. 


Rf huſtvd my Thoughts, ſome one approaches. 

Dec. This muſt be ſure the Houſe: wm 
Tis near th' appointed Hour, —yet he's not come: ö 
He iaid himſelf would privately walk forth, 
And herè expect an Anſwer from the Conſul ! Ha! 
I think I fee him! Hiſt! gs e 

Pac. Who's there? = 

Dec: TIis I, Decius. | 

Pac. Ha! 


Dec. This from the Conſul: All goes wt Gives bim , 


 @ Leiter. 
BepunQtual, and the Conſequence) will thank you. F 
- Pace Stay; S., 


Dec. It may be dangerous, my Lord, and SY not, Al 


20. | 


You'll find it asks for no Reply: F arewel. Ex. Decius. . 
Pac. Tis certain he intended this for Blacius, 138 
And by his fear to ſtay ſome cloſe Deſign, _ PT 

Some ſecret Practice for the Cauſe of Rome, 9 

(Wherein perhaps curs'd Blacius is concern'd) 4 
5 Lies lurking in this Scroll—my Soul's impatient. FT 


[He reads by his Light.] . 

« To. morrow, near the Midnight Hour, 8 

Three lighted Torches from the Cittadel = 
Let be the Sign, that then the Brutian Gate be 


Cc 

1s open to our Force's Entrance: 84 
* Pacuvius, for Perolla's ſake, we firſt =D 

Wich friendly Offers by his Son have tr y'd | IT 


* To call again into our Cauſe, who not 8 
8 78 ſhares the Fate of Hannibal, Jr 
* Be careful of thy Health:  Earcwel. Th 
- Conſul. + Fabiulf 


4 ; 


ace. 
In durant Chains confines my Traytor Foe, 
Whoſe wiſeſt Thought to free him from this Snare, 
tch Will work in vain : For well Experience proves, 
When great Men Juſtice againſt great Men crave, 
: Their Step s but ſhort from Priſon to the Grave. Exit. 
The End of the Second Act. 
15 A c * UI. 
8. CE N E. Blacius bis Hoſe. 
BT | Blacius and Perolla: Servants attending. 
: 16. 5 Bla. O T that I've ſcap d my diſappointed Foe, 
% N Tranſports me more, than that my kind 
3 4 | Preſerver's Wound 8 
ef Appears without a Mark of Danger. 
nos And that my abler Gratitude may know 
ecius. To whom the future Service of my Lite. 
i Ts due; your Pardon, Sir, if J preſume. 
To ask the Name of my Deliverer. 5 
Per. Not for che World's Domihion dare [ own | it: 
| = Ade 
| | The ger iee you'y ve receiv'd (in being, Sir, 
So much, what Man for Man in Honour's bound- 
1 To do) ſhou'd hope no more return, than what's. 
Gate Already paid therefore I beg I may 
Conceal my Name, left I ſhou'd ſeem to put 
| "You on the Thought of farther Gratitude. 
TY Bla. Your Title to command me, Sir, may thus 
*; Peres me of the Means, tho? not the Will to thank | 
I you. | 
l, T1, 2 vet let me, tho? unknown; thus far intreat you, 
F alin 'f hat till your urgent — calls you hence, 
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4 | This goes to Hannibal, whoſe Rage alarm'd, 


B « 6 | EE You'll 
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| Youll pleaſe to make this humble Roof your own. 
Call forth my Daughter. [To his Servan 
| Serv. My Lord, I hear her coming. 
Per. Keep down my buſy Heart; nor let ny Joy | 
Confeſt, betray thee to thy Hope's undoing. A de. 


Exter Izadora. 


- Few: My Father Let the Gods for ever thus pro- 3 
een 7 | 
J have been told the Dangers you've eſcap' * | 
Andi my Franipories Heart can bear no bins; [Em- 5 
| Bracing his Knees. 
Ms; 'Tis well, my Daughter, and I thank thy Love; 
But as thou ſtill wou'dſt have me think my Life 
To thee is dear, to the kind Author of 
Thy Joy aſſiſt me in my Thanks—to this g 
Moſt 3 Stranger Pour thy. Praiſes forth, [Per. 
is to Iza. 
: Whoſe Life endangered has preſerv'd thy Father. 
La. O all y* Indulgent Powers! Perolla! ( Aide, and 
Seri. 
| Bla. So only ſhall I judge of thy regard to me, 
As to his timely Virtue thou art juſt: 
*Tis now our mutual Cauſe of grateful Honour, | 
Therefore I charge thee by that ſacred Thought, 
Tune all thy Sex's ſweet harmonious Charms, 
Exert the thrilling Softneſs of thy beauteous Eyes 
To ſooth his Soul, loſe no attempt to gain 
T he honeſt Power of ev'n relieving Gratitude, 
Per. What do the Gods intend me: ¶ 4/ide,and pleas d. 
fea. (to Bla.) Sure, Sir, in ſuch a Cauſe, howe'er - 
My Ignorance may err, you cannot doubt my Will: 
For judge me, Oye aweful Powers ! If ever AQ, 
That human Vartue yet might boaſt, cou'd more T 
| Oblige my Senſe, or fill my Heart with half the Joy, 
As what this generous Stranger has 1 | 
| Now, on my Soul, it was a Godlike Deed ; 
| And fince by your Inſtruction, Sir, I ſpeak, 
3 Forgive me, if my grateful Heart con eſles, ge 5 
| M unweary'd Tongue cou'd dwell for ever on its pic. 5 
. Ha! 2 Faid 1 » * 
, er. * 


BE: | 
3 
ys} 


— 


3 


r I, = $4. & . a. So” 


. " r "a. © wi 7 OO "i n . * od : FE 
4 8 . : 
See 22 N N 5 


e ST OS EIN: 


1 Wy ww ks 


— % 1 . i 5 2 2 1＋ * - 73 d '& 
r rr * £% . 
c e 


lea: 4 
e'er 
il 8 


e Joy, 


Praiſe. 


: The Gods at laſt in pity of my Love | 


a 5 
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1 Per. (to [za) Sach Praiſes YO ” ſach ODER: 


Notes 


A Ply vainer Hopes ſhou'd wreſt to my Undoing. 


Bla. By all my Joys he kindles to my Wiſhes ! 
Ia. O never can I reach thy due of Praile ! 


1 . lorious Youth, thou Darling of the Gods! 
For 1 on this ſo unforeſeen a Chance, 
That led thee forth to ſo renown'd a Deed, 
. How many great and glorious Actions more 

| Muſt we conclude their providential Care, 
For thy ſole Virtue has reſerv'&? | 


Bla. Ske too delighted in her Sex's Pride, 


an her pointed Charms, and like 
TY ambitious Hero in his Arms ſucceſs, | 
3 7 eels no Remorſe, or Conſcience in her Conqueſts, 


Alide. 
Ja Luck Actions make the tend reſt Gratitude. 75; 
1 A Duty. [To Perolla.. 


Bla. Thou Godof Love! God of refiſtiek Fires, 


4 Who oft in female Hearts with Triumph ſeeſt 


I' h' unlook'd-for Changes of thy wanton Power, 

Now to thy aged Votary lend thy Ear, 

Ol to the Follies of her former Love 

Add yet one more, that may attone the Guilt! 

Grant her vile Paſſion for Perolla's Charms, 

The nobler Flame of this ſuperiour Youth 

\ Surmouning may efface, and end my Fears ; 

Let what her ſeeming Virtue wou'd deſtroy, 

Her more implor'd Inconſtancy preſerve, 

And on Pacuvius Blood exert my full Revenge. [45 "Y 
Per. Nowthen'stheProofof this avow'd Compaition, 


[Tt Za. Wo 


© Have giv'n thee now moſt providential means 
I elude thy Father's Hate, and crown my Withe: ; 5 
© Thou ſeeſt he courts thee to engage my Paſhon, 
Let then what his Injuſtice wou d refuſfſe 
Perolla be at once the Cauſe and juſt 
C | Excuſe of thy Compliance. O! my Heart! 1 
Per. 
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If now thy Hopes are loſt, not Blacius Hate, 


But IZadora's Cruelty deſtroys thee. "iq 
Ta. Diſmiſs theſe vain and groundleſs Fears: For by F 
The endleſs Obligations which I owe thee, 


No Bonds, no Bribes, or Threats of Power oppor'd, 


Shall ſhake my Firmneſs of proteſted Faith; 


Therefore methinks thy undiſcourag'd Love, 


Which yet untir'd has trod the rocky Paths of Honour, 'N 
Shou' d not at laſt deſponding change its way, ; 
Or uſe th' inglorious Limbs of low Deceit 

To climb the Mountain Summit of its Joy: 

Since thy enduring Virtue has in me 
Subued the Force of an inherent Scorn, 

Why ſhou'd the Plaints of our perſiſting Duty 

Deſpair of Pity from the conquer'd Blacius? 

You ſha'nt reproach me with that grieving Look, 
Since what I mean's but to deferve Perolla. 


Per. Thou art my Fate, and muit diſpoſe me. 


- (To Bla.) 1 hope your Favour will excuſe my Fault, 

If the Engagement of your Daughter's Charms 

Have made me, Sir, forget my ſelf to you. | 8 

Bla. Your Actions, Sir, ſo far have bound me yours, 
There's no way left youto increaſe the Debt, 
But to inform me how ſome Part I may repay. 

” » Per. Not that 1 think my Service can delerve 


The friendly Freedom I wou'd beg to take; 
Yet not to ſlight your Generoſity, 
Vouchſafe me then your leave to know, bew far 


This Fair-One's Heart, or your conſider'd Thoughts, 


In promis'd Love or Marriage Rand engag d? 
Bla. How far the ripening Folly of her Sex 


May ſecret have inclin'd her Heart, were hard 
To lay 


Are yet vnmade, and were it poilble 
Thy leaſt inclining Thought had made thee curious, | 
By all the flatter'd Hopes of my Ambition, 


But for my ſelf, my Promiſes 


Moſt generous Stranger, Lam yet to know | 


The Man my Wiſhes wou d prefer to thee. 


Per. Take heed, nor flatter into Hope a Wretch, 
Whole Heart wou'd burn in unoffending Fires. 


PEI ns oC oe 


Bla. To give thee then a Proof, L mean my Words A 


our, 


Thus kneeling to th' atteſting Gods I ſwear —— 
| Your Oath= 


How tenderly my trembling Heart prefers 


Jurs, | 


ts, 


FF as thy Deeds have ſpoke thee, thou canſt prove 

Thee born of noble Blood, this grateful Hand 

{Regardleſs of thy Fortune, tho' depreſs d) 

With Joy, ſhall yield thee up a Father's Right, 

To urge Obedience, or perſuade her Love 

To crown thy Wiſhes with deſerv'd Poſſeſſion. _ 

Per. If then my Birth and Fortune both I pore: 

Not, equal to the nobleſt Roman's Boaſt, 

Let, Sir, at once your Scorn deſtroy my Hopes, 
And ſpurn me as my Arrogance delerves. 


No Thought of Happineſs can yet ſurmount 
The honeſt Paſſion of my Filial Love: _ 

Tho' now, what you with Oaths have offer'd to em, 
: Perform'd wou'd crown the utmoſt Wiſhes of my Soul; 
vet let me rather ſtarve my Hopes for ever, 
Thhan by a Wile of guilty Silence bing 

Your cheated Honour to reward my Love. 


So ſtrict have warn'd me to avoid; yet he, 
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Bla. Thus then to what my Honour has propos d, 
1za. Oh! hold! My too kind Father, yet forbear 


Bla. 
Tears? 


Iza. With Joy to give you now a Provf ſevere, 


Too kind 1 What mean thy ads 


Vour Quiet to its own: To let you ſee 


Bla. My ſtartled Thoughts! 


Ia. For know, this generous Stranger, whom the: 
. Gods 


(In kind addition to his Flame's Deſert) 

Had ſure decreed ſhou'd ſave my Father's Life, 

Whom you, unprejudic'd,. ſo high have prais'd, 

Whoſe glorious Actions have o'er-priz'd my Heart, 

Whom your Commands have preis'd me to receive, 

(O! hear me with Compaſion) i 1s Fella. ee | 
Bla. . Ha! = 


Ixa. The ſame Perolla, £7 he your anxious F cars 


Whole Love our Fate ſeems ſince to have reſoly'd 
| Shou'd prove at laſt the medicinal Balm 


To heal the Rancour of our Houſes Hate, 


: Blas. 
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Conſentivig ſooth'd bim in his fatal Love? 


| I'm not ſo wretched as my Fancy makes me, = 
The ſelf-ſame Hand, that ſav'd, unthank'd, this Life, = 45 


— —— - 
4 . — — — 
—— — 


His greateſt Carte, and rakes his harrow'd Soul. 
| Nay he, Perolla too has now himſelf undone: 


And o'er m' inſulted Grave had danc'd his Joy : 
Bunt he has ſav'd his Foe to blaſt thoſe Hc pes, 
And daſh his Paſſion with purſu'd Deſpair. 


Or if you think I may outlive that Wound, 
Since my dire. Father's undefended Crimes 

So jaſtly have provok d your due Revenge, 
Let Pur: keen Sword now wreak it on the Son. 


Bla. Diſtraction! has my Error's Dotage too Walk. 3 Beh 
ing thoughtfully. lf © 


Per. My Lord, 1 find you are, as I foreſaw you, 4 My 
e = * 
To feel your Honour plung'd in ſuch Extreams ; | But 
But yet if Modeity might ſpeak—— 5H 


Bla. Pacuvius Son! Remorſeleſs Powers Why was T 
That hateful Hand reſerv'd to give me Liſe, . 


From which my Death had been the eaſier pain ? Ib 
Judge me your ſelvet, in all that Life's whole Courſe, 
Cou'd ever yet Reproach confront me with * 
An Ad, that ought t have dy'd my Cheeks with Shame. Ha 
Why then this dire Diſtreſs upon my Soul, ;  * 


That to my Boſom 1 muſt either take 


The Man, whom to inceſſant Rage J hate, 


Or to the World's inquiring Tongues __ 


5 Muſt ſtain * Fame by foul Ingratitude ? [A alks ITE 


oc order ., So 
Tra. (To Per.) Give him his Thoughts, and let his 
Paſſions cool, | VU | 
His Temper ne'er was long oppor'd: to Pity. | Su 
Bla. No!no! [ Beating his Breaſt * b 


Pacuviunqurtherous Hope's not only loſt, 4 5 
But by his Son defeated ! He, whom his Heart' 8 Pride 3; 
So fondly loves, proteCting me has prov'd = 


Has e ather-of his ripe Revenge ! 


Had been kill'd the Bar had been remov'd ; 
Then unoppos'd he had enjoy'd his Love, 


Per. Deſpair's the ſureſt Stab to reach my Heart, 


Behold 
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Bchold my Breaſt ugguarded to your Rage, 
5 H o meet Yo Cure V reſiſtleſs Ruin. 
of Bla. Yet truſt me not too far: For tho' thou fav'aht 
you, 4 My hated Life F hou'rt Rill Pacavius Son. 
© * 2X Per, I neither can deny, or dare defend my Birth « 
But &er your Juſtice lifts her fatal Hand 
E o cut this Gordian of diffolveleſs Love, 
was . the chaſte Memory of its purer Flame, 
Be in your conſcious Heart this Truth recorded, 
That had the tender Iadora's Soul 
N ot priz d your Mind's dear Peace beyond her own, 
This cruel Rage, that now deſtroys our Hopes, 
me 3 in diſpenſeleſs Oaths been bound to crown 'em. 
: Bla. O my Soul's Joy My pious Izadrra! | Em- 
Hiracing her, 
Ta. My Father all, and ſtill belov'd as ever. 
| Bla. Which way ſhall my Indulgence thank thy 
diff 7 Love's. | 
MF 80 dear Concern for my endanger'd Honour? 
his Ia. O! Ask not that dire Queſtion of my Fears, 
= Unleſs your conquer'd Paſſion cou'd, like mine 
Subdu'd, reſolve to anſwer its Engagements 
Bla. O bleeding Conflict of reſiſted Nature; 
= O Godlike Youth ! [Throwing himſelf at Perolla's Feet. 
I bend me blaſhing to the Earth, I fink, 


. 
' Fo L = 5 2 
WY 


e, 


e, 

ky I burn with red Confuſion at my Shame; 
Por ] confeſs thou not deſery'ſt my Hate; 
. But there's a Bar in my fierce Nature's Pride, 


An inborn Horror of Pacuwius' Blood, 

That will not be ſubdu'd in thy behalf: ; 

Therefore by all my Wrongs to thy apparent Alerit, 

bY A now conjure thee rouze thy generous Soul, 

1 And turn thy fruitleſs Love of me and mine 

1 nto the nobler Fire of blameleſs Scorn. 

3 Per. Now, by my Hopes in Iæadbra's Truth, 
3 En friendly Llanes bleeds inward at your Pain, 

And melts in pity of your erring Paſſion, [Raiſe ing him. 

7 Bla. O lend a Thought to my worn Age's Woe! 

Weigh but the vaſt Extreamsof my Diftreſs; 

And be thy ſelf the Judge of my Miſdoing : - 
| Freak I conjure Neſs from FOE conſcious E. "7 
Id = 5 FED St | 


The guiltleſs, and the Friend of Rome? 


5 Was now referr'd to Lord Pacuvius Care. 


T heard one ſmiling to his Comrade ſay, 
 Pacuvius were a Friend indeed, if to | 
The Cauſe of Carthage he cou'd force his Son. 


More I had heard, but that I thought my haſte 
Might better ſerve you by this timely notice. 


But on your Lives reſiſt em not—away. 1 5 Serv. : 
And now, Perolla, thou ſhalt ſee— . 


The fated Ruin of my Fortune, and 
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It fit, that he whoſe Father ſought my Liſe, | 

The Son of him that has betray'Mhe Cauſe . 

Of Rome, and ſince has wrought my Brother's Death! d 

Shou'd from my Hand receive my Daughter's Heart, . 

And make, by my enduring, ſuch vile S my own! Y | #4 
Iza. Is't fit your wild Revenge ſhou'd blind purſue 


* by; w 
7 


Bla. Shall Blacius be allied to an A ſſaſſin's Son? 1 Pun 


"za. That Son, whote Sword oppos d his F aher“ Fir 
Crime ! > Fierc 


Bla. Mix with that Blood my native Honour hates? The 
za. The generous B ood that ſtream'd in yo be dat 


fence! 3 Tho 

Per. Yet bows ſubmiſſive to your fall ae I hi; 
Bla. O cruel Honour! that my Arms refus d h: 
The honeſt means to take it. | Free 

_ How aw! 1 What means thy breathleſs Haſte? —— i * 
Enter a. Servant. LS Rev 


* 


Ser. My Lord, your Pardon for this bold munen, 


For that th' intended Search of Blacius Houſe 


Paſſing juſt now by Lord Pacupius Gate, | \L 
| E-faw. the Guards of Hannibal come forth, T P. 
When ſtrait an Officer o'ertook their ſpeed, =” 
And told 'em, they muſt make a Moment's Halt, =—_ I 


Bla. What can this mean ? Art ſure thou' 1 not 
deceiv'd? 8 
Ser. I'm ſure, my Lord, and as they march'd along | 


Bla. I thank thy Care: Bar faſt the Gates, to Zain 7 
If poſſible a Moment fore their Entrance. = 


Per. That your Revenge has found at laſt 


My L Search J Know 1 is made for me. ? D 
| KY 


— ; 
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| b 2 O loſt Perolla . O for pity yet 

3 deareſt Father—— 

Bla. Yes! yes! my Daughter now again Pm free, 

My painful Honouf is at laſt reliev'd ; | 

+ 0 e e ſav'd my Life, and I in double Thanks 

_ Meturn him his: For he defending mine, 

> Found his Reward; but I now ſaving his, 

ther, Poreknow that I may meet my Puniihment. 

| Pierce Hannibal be ſure will full reſent 

ates 2 The dar'd Concealment of his greateſt Foe ; | | 

r De. 3 jut yet to let thee ſee my Honour ſcorns 

Tho' on the Man I hate, a baſe Revenge, 

This way lies thy Safety; what Horſes or 

What Servants for thy Flight are requiſite, 

1 Frey command, and thank me in thy Speed. 
Tra. Muſt he then go deſpairing of your Friendſhip? 
Bla. Ungrateful Girl! Sore not thy Lover's Life 

q Reward thee well for my prevented Oath ? DER 

4 Nay, if thou'rt fond to meet thy Ruin, ſtay, [To pe- 
\ Life for Life is all thou canſt implore, [rolls 

7 But never think of /zadora more. 

Per, Recall that T bought, 0 or Life 5 not worth re- 

3 celving z 

a Death's my Doom, here wou'd 1 choſe to meet it. 

A [Kneeling to Iza, 

t not 3 Tos 0 yet, Per olla, fave thy lateſt Hopes, 

By all th' Endearments of our Friendſhip paſt, 
= do conjure thee fly, and eaſe, my Fears, 
3 Li, Obligations yet are unreturn'd, 
Kana I muſt have thee live for Rome, 
And Izadora's Peace. Uſe not a Wiſh 


by thee. 

gain Per. Who wou'd not mrembling four his Death, 
When beauteous [zadra wou'd preſerve him? 

erv. Supported i in that Thought, I fly my Fate, 


To ſave my hopes of conquering Blacias Hate 25 per. 


. Bla. You IZadbra now retire, 15 wou d 
Alone receive Pacuwvius. | 
Ixa. The Gods © 


Sh | Dekend my F ather, and the F riends af Rome. [Fx Tas: 


Bla. 


In a Reply: But haſte, while yet the Gods can ave 


8 
r 
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Bla. At length my anxious Honour is reliev'd, 
The Combat now with Juſtice is determin'd, 


And o'er Pacuvius Blood I'm: ſtill victorious—Soft ni 
He comes in Smiles to meet his Diſappointment. | 


E nter Pacuvius. 


- Bi So Blacius! 
Thou ſee'ſt at laſt I've deign'd to viſit thee. 
Bla. My Pride too is in part abated: For 
T own thou never cou'dlt to me arrive | 
More welcome. Py 
Pac. If thy Life 5 ſo burthenſome, Pac. 


Perhaps from ancient Friendſhip I may yet —ä 3 
Think fit to make thee bear it longer. This 1 
Bla. When Hannibal ſhall know (as I beſure _ th 

Will ſoon inform him) that thy Fears | 


In private Spite have dar'd t'aſſaſſin thole, Papp 
Whom he's firm bound in Honour to protect, = 
Thy feeble Power of Life or Death from him 
: Deriv'd, thy weakeſt Foes ſecure may laugh at. 
Pac. Be not ſo joy d to think thou'ſt ſcap d my Hand. f 
Bla. There muſt be Joy, where chere 5 * ſweet 


Revenge; 
For know yet more to gal thy feſter d "AY = 
Thy own lov'd Son Perolla was the Man, Pacu 

| Whoſe friendly Sword preſerv'd thy mortal F oe, A 
And laid thy bleeding Malice at my Feet. I 
Pac. This News is ſtale—and the ſharp Pang 1 it gare br 1 
e Paſt, --- -* t 2 
He knew thee not, * therefore I forgive kim: P. 
But thou, I hear, as ignorant of him, B. 


To thy own Manſion brought'it him bleeding . F P 
And wer't in that, 'tis more than probable, £ 


"Thy ſelf the Pandar to thy Daughter s Flame. EN 
Bla. Tis falſe. 5 
Por when I knew his hateful Name, he found 5 

That Scorn reviv'd which to his Blood was doe 8 oil 
But when I heard his Services to me . 


Had ſtirr'd thy Fury to purſue his Life, 
I wav'd a while my prudent Hate to him, 
And let him ſeape to iron Pacuvigs. 


Pac. 
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4 Pac. Poor ſhallow-fighted Man! Pacuvius * 
d, chy Care; 
el wou'd have him live when thou art dead, 
oft Mhich ſoon will be) to keep thy reſtleſs Ghoſt 
If wakeful Terrors of thy Daughter's Honour: 
Mean while (for thy flow Brain, I ſee, divines 
n pt yet the Cauſe that brought me hither) Guards, 
Appear, *T'was not Perolla, but thy ſelf [ Enter Guards. 
tame to ſeize, and as a Traytor to the Truſt 
Of Hannibal, demand thee forth to Juſtice, 
Bla. Traytor' s a Name that better fits 
Phcuwvius Morals: Blacius ſcorns thy Slander. 
' ac. I know thou'rt proud; but we ſhall prove thee . 
4 Traytor! = 
his Letter from Rome's Conſul ſhou'd have come 
Te thee ; tis better as it is: And now ß, 
Whene'er his dreadful Army ſhall think fit 
Fapproach Salapia's Walls, I fay again 
Phe Tray tor Blacius Head upon the Brutian Gate 
Vall be the Signal of Pacuvius arm'd to face em 
Bla. O fatal Chance! Rome then and Blacius are no 
= more! 
7 ll my Daughter what has happen'd. [To his n 
Pac. Now! wretched Blacius / Art thou yet con- 
a vine d Sos 
acuwvius has redeem'd his loſt Roving | 
Ard wrought at laſt thy more aſſur'd Deſtruction? 
Bla. What Office doſt thou hold of Hannibal? 
gave br this to me ſeems ſo contemptible, 
t ſpeaks the Spirit of Pacuwius loſt. 
Pac. This Inſolence I yet ſhall humble. 

I Bla. Thou! thou tireſt me perform thy Office. 
me; Pac. Since thou'rt in haſte for Death — Conduct 2228 | 
Guards. 

Mus hopeleſs by the Hand of Juſtice ſeiz'd, 
The har teſt Traytors will affect a Smile, 8 

Bla. And * Curs thus bay the Lion in | the | 

4 Toil. kn xeunt. Z 


: The End of the Third 4a. 


ACT 


Pac. 
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A C * IV. 
5 C E N E continues. 


Enter Pötte, meeting Ido. 


W. 
Por 1. \H OU ha leſs Daughter of m dear 
| Friend, F g 8 7 By 
1 ard- tated Ofrspring of my Siſter's Love, 1 
Forgive this rude Intruſion on thy Griefs, 
That begs to join thee in a kindred Woe: 
In thee, methinks, dread Martias' Looks revive, ; 
Such were thy Mother's youthful Charms, that BloonÞy 
The ſame diftreſsful Luſtre in her Eyes, . 3 
In ſuch Heart- wounding Grace of Woe ſhe mov'd, 
When the victorious happier Blacius then 45: 5M 
From dear-bought Conqueſt home return'd, in Tears“ 
Ran through the Battel paſt, and clos'd it with | 
. The mournful Story of her Father's Death. | £ 
Ia. O fatal Omen! Is then Blacius dead ? 5 
Port. Not dead, but dying doom'd to die! 
Ia. Heart- breaking Thought! 
Port. Fierce Hannibal, to make his Rage appear 
More the Effect of Juſtice, than Revenge 
Againſt his Life in all the cruel Forms 
of ſeeming Law proceeding has condemn'd him, 
 Tho' the ſole Proof of his pretended Charge 
Was a late Letter from the Conſul ſent 
To Blacius, by Pacuwvius intercepted: __ 
But where's the need of Proof when his vile Jadg 
aww 
That Innocent or Guilty foams if this, 
They for his cordial Conſtancy to Rome 
Had ! his Death. 


. 


2 
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ZF,v'n now I heard his bl :00dy Sentence given, 
Which e'er the morrow's Ncon decrees him dead, 
And (which the fell Pacavius mov'd) his Head 
| the Brutian Gate erected on a Spear te to ſtand 
n vengeful Terror to the Friends of Rome. 
za. O rueful Sound ! O Deluge of 
4 1 Woe! O Blacius! Blacius ! | | 
Where's now the pity ing Hand that can redeem thee ? 
Port. Can we not ſtart a Thought to his Relief? 
Ixa. Alas I fear tis now too late: But yet 5 
1 I too well foreſaw what ſince has fall'n) 
Laſt Night, when firſt my moderated Tears 
Wou'd give my ebbing Reaſon leave to flow, 
By a near Friend, a Letter I diſpatch'd 
To brave Perolla in the Roman Camp, 
In hope t'avert my wretched Father's Fate, 
Tho' what it begs I fear's too late propos d. 
Port. But is there yet no Anſwer to thele Hopes? 


7 55 
Fe 
"BN 


5 [za. None yet's arriv'd, which makes me now de- 
EY ſpair.” 
| Port. Have you inform'd my Brother of this Letter? 
xa. Alas! I durſt not yet, leſt it 
re Show'd more incenſe his diſappointed Rage 
_ 4 my vain Aſſurance in Perolla. 
DS - nter a Page to Izadora. 
ie! "Pax. Madam, the Meſſenger, whom you laſt Night 
' | Diſpatch'd, is juſt return d, and brings you this. [Give 
ear? La. My trembling Fears! Perolla's Hand. [a Lecker. 
5 Port. Good News! Dear Fortune! 
Ta. Quick let me read, it can't be worſe to know ; 4 
Now Portius, for our Hope's Relief or Ruin! 
4 10 Reads) * For Blacius as the cordial Friend of Rome, 


3 


O joyful Tidings! | 
-.- 8. But as 1 knew him Tzadora' 8 Father, 


2 
2 


Judge N 
2 | orm d, 

: „Till I had farther begg'd tobe my ſelf 
3 The ſole commiſſion' d ara in his Cauſe. 
Ev Generous Perella ! / 


* P've gain'd o th Conſul your propos'd Relief, | 


* I thought my F riendſnip was but half per- 


Port. 
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Port. A Friend indeed! = 2H 
Ia. T his firſt Advice notlong will reach you, e er 2 3 
© You'll hear Perolla is arriv'd to aſe | 
Of Hannibal his Audience, and Diſpatch. 
Yes, cruel Father, now my Heart grows bold, 
Now I with Courage can reproach that Rage 
That cou d fo ill repay thy wrong'd Preſerver's Love. 
Port. What in this Juncture can my Care perform 
To help my Brother's Fortune 
Ta. To Lord Pacuvius' Houſe, where Hannibal 
Reſides, inſtant repair to meet Pero/la : 
Your Entrance on th' Occaſion will be free 
To hear his Audience, and their whole Debate; 
While I tomy afflicted Father fly | 
Jo raiſe his ſinking Spirits from Deſpair. 
Port. I'm gone, and hope to'ertake you ſoon | 4 
With his confirm'd Relief [Exit Portius. Þ 
Ea. O Godlike Youth! O truly great Perolla! ÞF 
Who tho' my cruel Father's Hate to thee _ 
Had render'd thy Neglect of him too juſt, 
Yet in this ſecond Service to forget that Wrong, 
Has ſo excus'd my endleſs Gratitude to thee, 5 
That what his Paſſion late miſcall'd my Diſobedience, 
His Reaſon muſt at lait confeſs my Virtue. [Exit. 


De SCENE opening, diſcovers Hannibal on a Chair 
of State giving Audience to Perolla; Pacuvius, For- 
tius, and others attending. N 


Han. Renown'd Perolla! Tis with Grief we ſce 
Sach early Virtue erring in its Sword : _ 
Methinks th' Example of thy Father's Care, 
_ Whoſe early Application to our Friendſhip 
Has wiſely fav'd his Fortunes from our Spoil, 
Might better have inſtructed thee to act, 
'Than blindly thus to hold thee in a Cauſe, 
| Whom neither Gods befriend, nor Arms can ave. 
Per. My Lord, great Hannibal | 
| Admit what but your Hopes ſuppoſe were true, 
Can Honour find my Virtue an Excuſe 
Jo leave my Country for its ſinking er. 
Which moſt en d then moſt commands my Sword. 
Han. 


* 


by 0 


us. 


* 
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Han. When pleading Nature, or when F ilial Love, | 


* 8 you to regard a Parent's Peace, 


h Excuſe were not ſo difficult to find. 
Per. I wou'd be juſt to both, and hope I am; 
1 love my Country, I revere my Father; 
And while I bleed for Rome, — I weep for him. 
Han. Vet draw your Sword, reſolv'd againſt his Cauſe. 
Per. I cannot leave my Country, if I wou'd, 
IT to forſake my ſelf, or to ſuppoſe me born 
But for myſelf, and not in general Good 
of my defended Fellow-Creatures Lives : 
Creatures irrational, the Birds, the Beaſts, 
For common Safety flock and herd together ; 
Wo u'd it not ſtart ev'n Nature to behold _ 
The home-bred Dove forſake her fruitful Neſt, 
and fetch the Vulture to deſtroy her Young ? + 
i he horned Ram t'o'erleap the Ev'ning Fold, 
And call the Wolf to prey upon his Kind? 
boch ſeems to me the ſtartling Horror of 
Forſaking Rome: I know not if Ierr: 
My Father ſent me early to the War, 
| erhaps but half inſtructed in the World: 
For if for Intereſt, for Fear, or Love, 


i 
= 
3 


ot, A Man, unſham' d, may leave his Country's Caute, 


ord. 
lan. 


I Tis, I confeſs, a Depth in Politicks, 
1 His eager Fondneſs never taught my Youth. 
Han. Now then be better to thy Good inform'd, 
Our Friendſhip to thy Father's Merit has 
ſnclin' d our Mercy to preſerve his Son: 
Thy Terms, Perolla, ſhall be honourable, 
Rewards far nobler than thy Sword can gain, 
If thou'lt in time embrace our Cauſe, and not 
By vain Reſiſtance make thy Ruin ſure. | | | 
Per. That's yet to Know, or ſay *twere known, 0 
| prize the warlike Hannibal's Eſteem, [much 
Pl! not derive it from another, but my ſelf, 
dot my great Birth, bur Virtue ſhall deſerve it ; ; 
[or Rome ſucceſsleſs, as ſhe' ſeems, ſhall find 
zhe's then a faſter Friend of firm Perol/a. 
n all our Camp there's not a Roman Heart, 
ar thinks: his Oy. Sword A woes GO ugre 
Qt: 


Than 
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Than the beſt proffer d Mercy of our Foes: 
But that my Vanity no longer may _ 5 
Seem pleas'd to ſee you court my Sword in vain, 5 
To all your Greatneſs has or can propoſe, 
This is the final Anſwer I ſhall make: 3 
That Death's not half ſo terrible to me, ARR If N 
As Life in Friendſhip with the Foes of Rome. - 
Han. Since to our proffer'd Mercy thou'rt fo 4 
I've ſaid; and leave thee to thy Fate deſerv'd. L 
Pac. [ Afide ] O] that Revenge without a Pang wool 
Me love the ſtubborn Virtue of this Boy ! [let 
Han. Nor hope, when ſoon thy Ruin falls, that then 
Thy Birth or thy Submiſſion ſhall arreſt Turning Ari 
The vengeful Fury of our Sword defy'd. 0 Perolla. 
Proceed we now to the Affairs in hand, þ 
Diſcharge thee ſtrait, we are prepar'd to hear, 
What in the Conſul's Name thou woud'ſt demand. | 
Per. Thus then, 5 [Takes his Char, 9 
From Fabius, Conſul of the Reman Arms, . 1 
0 Hannibal his martial Foe renown'd, 
Have I in fair Commiſſion to propoſe : _ 
The Conſul late inform'd, that Blacius Life 
On ſome Pretence ſtands forfeit to thoſe Laws, = 
Which thy new ſtarted arbitrary Force : 5 
V pon the enflav'd Salapians has impos'd ; : 
Yet waves the Wrong, or Juſtice of his Cauſe, 
Preſuming that thy Will condemns his Life, 
And from his el Senſe of Blacius Virtues, 
Knowing his Faith to Rome has ſtirred thy Rage, 
To bribe thy Fur ry from the Brave in Chains, 
He yie!ds thee offer'd for bis Life preſerv'd, 
| Thrice fifty Lybian Captives free, reſtor d, 
Which by the Morrow's Dawn ſhall join thy Force, 
From their diſgraceful, {wordleſs Bonds redeem'd, 
New arm'd for Battel to retrieve their Honour: 
This, if approv'd, ſhall now be ratify'd ; 

If not, Tm farther bid to tell thee then, | 
Such Mercy, as thou ſhew'ſt to Blacius' _— a” 
Will he thy Brother Aſdrubal with al! 7 

That now are Captive to his Arms afford; 
Who when this wrong'd Patrician bleeds, ſhall fall 
With him reveng'd, a | mutual Sacrifice, Ha 


3 


ä es 


* 


fall 
Han. 
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Han. Tell the warm Conſul, Hannibal preſumes, 
That when his Raſhneſs ſent fo bold a Meſſage, 


He thought not ſure of Care's fatal Field, 

Forgot the meaſur'd Rings from the dead Hands 
Of Roman Knights deſpoil'd ſent thence to Carvbages 
Or had he ponder'd our viQtorious Arms 

Near fam'd Trebeia's Flood, or T, brafi mene. 


At late Ticinum, or Salapia, no- 


He'd known that Hannibal might ſmile when threatned. | 


We'll give the Romans Proof, that we our Laws 
Due Courſe and Execution more regard 


Than all the Threats of their preſumptuous Arms: 
Nor if we fear'd cou'd we thoſe Lives deplore, 
Who being Captives will deſerve their Fate: 


For Blacius Death, it ſtands irrevocable, 

Nor ſhou'd the Fate of Hannibal prevent it. 

My Lord Pacuvius, give our Orders ſtrait 

T'ere& a Scaffold in th'Alarum Place, 

On which, before the Morning Sun declines, 

The Traytor Blacius, as condemn'd, ſhall bleed : 

For thee, Perolla, four Hours are thy Time allow d 

For thy Departure to the Roman Camp; 

And thoſe expiring, thy Protection ends, 

Found in Salapia then we treat thee as 

The Foe of Carthage, and the Spy of Rome. 

Thus tell the flatter d Conſul we reſolve: 

And ſo farewell - [Exit Hannibal and his Officers. 
Per. I've yet a Life which can't be better loſt, 


. Than | in the Cauſe of Rome and Ixadora. 


It ſhall be ſo and Hannibal may yet 
Repent thoſe Hours allow'd me for my ſtay. Ln 5 
My Friends, before we leave Salapia, I | 
Shall 1 want your ableſt Counſel, and your Courage. 


* his Pollewers. 
Pacuvius Returns. | 


Ef OY L know not why—but cannot part, methinks, 
'Till, as I ought, I've ſhewn this wilful Boy 


My glad Reſentment of his Hope 8 Nen. Alide. 
Per. But foft—my Father! N 


Pac. N ow violent Perolia, art chou het ; 
| 1 0 2 PIER „ ee 


52 PEROLLA and Iz APpORA. 
Convinc'd, the Gods aſſert Pacuvius Cauſe? 
Blacius, my hateful Foe, thou ſee'ſt at laſt 


Not all thy diſobedient Friendſnip cou d = 
Preſerve: His Life now bleeds within the Law, . | £ 
And with the Morn expiring, gluts my full Revenge. : 8 
Per. The Gods, that gave me Senſe of Right 01 or i 1 
Wrong, | k 


Gave me my Virtue to:abide. my Choice; 
And Virtue tells me, they alone ſhou'd fear, 
Who know the wilful Errors of their Hearts ; 
ut there's a native Courage in the Life 
Of Innocence, that never knows Deſpair. 5 
Pac. Know then at once to cruſh thy Hopes for ever, 2 
This Moment I from Hannibal receiv'd I 
[Repeated Orders for curs'd Blacius Death, 
For. which my ſelf am going now to bar | 
Him cloſe, and bid his ebbing Hours prepare. 
Per. And can you think, while he's of Roman Blood, : 
But it muſt; fill his Heart with Pride, and Joy 
To hear you bring the News that tells him of 
His own full Glory, and his Fes Diſhonour ! 
oP Honour from thee ! Thou Son of Blacius ! 
. | [Ii Paſſion. 
Per. Of loſt 8 and a Rom | . 
Pac. Remember Tzadora : FF ben 
Per. Carthage! 5 
Pac. Izadora! 
Per. Rome] Diſhonour! 
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Pac. Love! 
Per. Forſaken Rome ! 
3 Revenge? Revenge! 1 ſeverall ly. 


Blacius i» Priſon, and Izadora. 


Bla Why wilt thou ill on this ungrateful Theme 7 
Purſue my lateſt Hours with new Diſquiet ? 1 
Tra. Is it ſuch Pain to loſe your Hate for one 
That has to ſuch Extreams deſerv'd your Love: . 
O! hard Severity! | 
Is what your own Inſtructions have advanc 11 
In my Obſervance urg'd to my Reproach? 
That I'm a little grateful, where ſo far oblig'd? 
=: Oft have you ſaid, *Twas Honour rul'd your Hate ; ; 


y 


y. 


. 1 
p 3 
r 5 


: Had he not come my Advocate for Life, 
The generous Conſul ſtill ſome other wou'd 


| Now, on my Soul, I rather think in him, | 
I To ask the Office ſeems the cloſe Reſult 


| And ſo revenge him on my honeſt Scorn: 1 


| While I have Senfe, I ſtill with Pride ſha!l ſhew — 
My Hate to curs'd Pacuvius Blood, which never ſhall. 


'This Moment Hannibal has warn'd him hence 
With fruitleſs Labour for thy Life's Reprieve, 


With proſperous Power to warn thee to — 9 F ate. 
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Sill be that ſacred Principle obey'd, 
And Honour now as full demands your Love, 


Sach Obligations, and ſuch Friendſhip prov'd, | i 
*'Tis now impoſſible your Hite can ſlight | 0 
Without that Stain, which moſt I know you loath, pi 
The hate ful Stain of ſcorn'd- Ingratitude. jt 


Bla. Fond though htleſs Girl! have I 
Not giv'n him, for my Life preſerv*d, his Life ! 


And for this ſecond Service, which thou boaſt'ſt, 


What is it more than Honour binds him to? _ ; 
Am I not fetter'd in the Cauſe of Rome? | 
Which he (in Care of me) but juſtiy ſerves ; 
His Country ſerv'd is Service to himſelf. 


Have ſent more welcome to my grateful Thoughts: 


Of brooding Malice, and inſulting Pride. 
He knew my Temper was not to be moy'd 
By ought his Soul way capable to act, 


And therefore thought his Glare of F riendſhip wou'd,. 


If ſlighted, fink me in the World's Eſteem, | 


But he ſhall find, ev'n in theſe humble Chains, _ 
My Mind's yet free, nor bends to tame Diſhonour : 


But with my laſt breath'd Life expire. 


LIES — RE 2 
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Enter Pacuvius, ith the Proveft. 


Pac. Why then, before the Morrow's friendly Noon 
Expiring Blacius is no more my Foe! ; # i} 

Iza. Some Guardian God protect my Father! 7. 

Pac. I come to take of thee my laſt triumphant Leave: HY: | 
Thy Hope in vain, Perolla's Friendſhip's loſt, 


And to compleat thy Woes, Pacuwius comes 


N — 4% 5 


Ixa. Support me, Heav'n! | LE 
+0" OY 1 = 


— — —— ——ñä— —— ——ĩ —— 
5 1 * „ 1223 — — Sag 


3 . oh — _ * ou 
- — SS 12 : 3 
: IRE .. . ; — Ar 
A er . 
_ 


— — * 


43TH 
1 [i 
) 


54 PEROLLA and Iz A DORA. 
Bla. —— Why then, Farewel, Pacuwius “ 
Nor cou'd my Fate more pleaſe my parting Soul, 
Than to conceive how dear thy Hate to me 
Has cot thee in thy Fame: Thy Honour loſt, 
Thy native Country's Weal betray'd, have made 
Thy Vengeance mine, in thee abhorr'd to Ages; 
My Triumph's purchas'd with inferiour Blame, 
Tve held my Hate, and yet preſery'd my Fame. 
[Ex. Blacius aurth the Prov 
Tza. O! whither i is my wretched Father Weng, 
If to devouring Death, ſupport me to 
His aged Arms, to bathe his Boſom with 
My lateſt Tears, and with his Hopes expire. 


Pac. You cannot paſs—let me ſufvey thee full-— f 


Art thou the flatter'd Beauty, that preſumes 


With ſubtile Arts t'enſlave the ſtubborn Son 


Of wrong' d Pacuvius, and debaſe his Blood ? XY 


IZa. Not ſo: Tho' I'm that wretched Maid ſorlorn, | 


Whoſe long obedient Hate to you and yours, 
The forceful Virtues of Perolla have _ 
Diſſolv'd: I cou'd not with relentleſs Eyes 
” Behold his Paſſion, and his Faith to Rome; 
Tho? leis the Lover than the Hero mov'd me. 
On! had our jarring Parents Feud not been 
'i'o the lait Senſe of Nature deaf: Their Hate 
Like ours ſubdu'd, had made loſt Rome victorious, 
Their Children happy, and their Fames immortal. 
But that remorſeleſs Fury now has e us all 
In one inevitable Ruin: Blacius dies, 
The bleeding Heart of Izadira's broke: 
Perolla, hopelels i in the Cauſe of Nome, 
Reſizn'd to Sorrow, drags a wretched Being. 
And loſt Pacuvius, if he's human, muſt deſpair. 
Pac. Deſpair's a Paſſion, that ſuch love ſick Minds 

As thine in Diſappointments only feel; 

Weak Souls, that from their Fears are Slaves to Virtue, 
| Pacuvias' Heart is warm'd with nobler Fire, 
And owns no Paſſion but untam'd Revenge ; 
Revenge inſatiate to curs'd Blacius Blood; 

A Rage, that now demands thy Vows revok'd | 
From loft Perolla's vile deluded Love, p Ky 

Gire 
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Give me this Inſtant back his recreant Heart, | 
Or to op own receive our Shame reveng d. 
[Ofering a Divecr: : 
e Strike home, and lamp me with immortal 1 
Fame; W | 
To die in proof of Vows preſerv d to him, e 1 
Of Faith unſhaken to Perolla's Love, 
Adds unexpected Glory to my Death: | 
„Vet when this mortal Blow is given, your Arm 4 
rofl - | Muſt firike again to reach me in Perolla's Heart, 3 
Tp - Ev'n after Death, I there ſhall haunt you ſtill, 
' Þ And in his pining Griefs inſult your Peace. 
. Pac. 1 thank. thee,  Sorcerels, for that hateſul.. 
— Which fires me now to an improv'd n, 
Il ee thy Soul from young Perolla has 
Been taught uamov'd to meet the Frowns of Death. 
| I'll therefore try if Smiles can fiir thy Fears; 8 
on, F My ſmooth Revenge now wears a ſofler Look, TH, i 
And moretcxert my Hate has put on-Love:  |F| 
Receiv'd or ſlighted, by Conſent or Force, 
Enjoy'd alike, my End is ſerv'd: I know 
That either ſpoils thee for Perolla's Taſte ; 
So take thy choice, on one I am determin'd. | 
Ia. You cannot mean fo horrible a Thought! 4 
Pac. And why fo horrible? Thou haſt confeſt 4 
The Son belov'd, why not as well the Father? 1 
I Peäerolla's but the Stream that flows from me, i 
I And I the Fountain's Head of thy Deſire, 2 
xa. If you've a human Soul——— 55 
Pac. None of thy Sex's little Arts to me; 
I fathom all your ſhallow Wiles, and know. 
' You'll uſe Reſiſtance to be more deſir d. 
But ſuch Attempts on me are vain : Thy Beauty 
nds | Adds not one Spark to my inflam' d Deſire, 
| Tl taſte thy Sweets, and yet deſpiſe em too: _ 
tue, | For hadſt thou all thy Sex's Charms, yet WL 5 
My + 915 not from Love, but tweet Revenge wou'd | 
__ 
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Fo (Warhia) What ho! my Lord! Pacuvius! | 
= Ny, help! 


ive 
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Enter Proveft Bleedi [008 


Pac. Audacious Slave ! 1s this a time t intrude? 
Be gone, or = 
Prov. = O! my Lord | we're loſt ! b j 
Some Africans diſguis'd have ſeiz d the Priſnn?n 
Forc'd ope' the Dungeon, where doom'd Blacius lay, 
His Fetters loos'd, and arm'd him to e 8 | 
_ Myſelf diſputing to reſign the Keys,. | 
Receiv'd this ghaſtly Wound, and fled to warn you. þ 
Pac. Confuſion! O] my loſt Revenge! 
1za. O double Joy! O my tranſported Hopes F 
Pac. Say Slave, are none alarm'd oppoſe 'em ? 
Prov. None but our menial Servants were at hand : : 
For they, before they enter'd, had ſecur d 1 | 
_ "The Centinels; the reſt ſurpriz'd, | | 
They, deſperate, drive before em. 
F — Ha They re here! | 


Enter Perolla, ME e in African Habits. maſt'd, 
driving ſeveral before them. Farin draws, and 
preſents his Point to Blacius. 


Hold Traytor ! yet there is a Sword t to o reach has”: 1 
Bla. F ortune, I thank thee now! Thou giv'ſt at leh. | 
A Chance for my Revenge. [While they fight, Ia. kneels. 
Ia. Immortal Jove 7 to thce I bend for Aid, 
he now the Stayer once again, agan 
Ihe dire Avenger of the Roman Cauſe⁊ 
My Prayers are heard, and Placins has prevail'd. 
[ Blacius ches with Pacuvius, and gets. him down. 
Bla. Now Tray tor! Have the Gods o'erta'en thee? | 
[Blacius offers to fab bim, and Perolla = 
2 returning, inter peſes. 
Per Hold! hold! Diſarm, but hurt him not : Your 
Life 
Preſerv'd is all we ſought, and that's ſecure. 
Bla. You, Sir, have title to command me. = 
Per. My Friends, this Lady too muſt be our Cure, ; 
is now no time to talk: Bar faſt the Doors 
On thoſe that are {Lhe that none may ſcape . 
T'alarm the Guards—— Come, Sir, here lies our Way 
Bla. Such Actions are ors the reach of — 
"Bp 
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a. The bounteous Gods reward em. [ Exeunt all but 
Pac. The horrid Furies from remorſeleſs Hell [ Pac. 


Revenge it on the curs'd Conſpirer's Head 


Why do I bear this Burthen of a Life, 
That weighs me down with Dilappointments? 
No Means! No Thought! that can redeem my Hopes! 


Dull Brain! not to purſue em all this while; 


They cannot far be fled, I yet may forth [Goes to the Doox. 
T'alarm the Streets, and overtake their Flight! _ 


_ Confuſion! Bolted l Barr'd again to my Deipair ! [Finds it 


My Foe ſet free, and I his Pris'ner! Help, ho ![barr'd. 


Without there! Treaſon ! Murder! No one hear! 


If I miſtake not, yon dark Avenue leads _ 
Me to an open Court Call there aloud ! 


This is no time for Thought, but Execution. [Ex. Pac. 


The SCENE changes to Portius his Houſe. Euter 


| —  Portius, Perolla ill diſguis'd, Blacius and Izadora. 


Port. My Brother from his Chains redeem'd: By what * 
Strange Turn of Fate is our Deſpair reliev d? 
Bla. O Portius! Here! ſee. here's the Armahat ſavd me. 

Port. Such Obligations, and conceal'd, create my 
Wonder. VVV | 
Per. Here, Sir, my Service ends—you now are free: 


But for the farther Means of your Eſcape, 


I muſt commend it to Lord Portius Care; 

You'll pardon, Sir, my haſle to leave you here, 

Since my own Safety and my Friend's require. - 

Our ſpeedy. Flight, and Change of our Diſguiſes 

Bla. Hold, Sir! the Pleaſure of my Freedom's loſt, 

Not knowing whom to thank for my Deliverance. 
Per. Not to diſturb that Pleaſure, I muſt ſtill . 

Conceal my Name: But if you will ſuppoſe 

'Tis due! To IZadora's Filial-Eove,  . 

W hoſe Piety alone engag'd me to attempt it? 

And my Reward. is paid in T-hanks-from. her. 


| Your Pardon; and your Leave—— [Ex. Perolla. 


Bla. So blunt a Virtue never have I ſeen! 
He own d' himſelf to thee reveald, my Daughter, 


| on | thy Obedience I conjure thee ſpeak "ag 8 85 
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Your Freedom worth a grateful Thought: Then there... | 
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Be juſt to his Deſert, and let me know him; Fl | 
Be juſt to me, and point me to be grateful. : | „ 
La. You heard my Father, he but aſk'd my Thanks) 1 
Leave then to me your Care of Gratitude: ' ' | 
| Remember once Perolla ſav'd your Life | : 
But when diſcover'd, what was his Reward ?. 
Bla. His Action ought not to be nam'd, compar A 
Perolla, but by chance preſerwd a Stranger; | N 
But this deſign'd to ſave the Life of Blacizs. 
Za. And whom cou'd Izadora moſt engage 02 
| To {ave it — | Weeping. 
Bla. Ha! my Daughter! 101 I find thy Fears ! 
Well migheſt thou warn me from my curious Search, 
A thouſand recollected Thoughts convince 
Me now, it muſt, it can be only he: 
Pacuwius Life defended, ſpeaks him plain, 1 
Nay, ſpite of my Averſion, ſpeaks him Pear; WM 
If it be fo, if thou confirm'ſt it him, 
If *tis Perolla, then indeed the Soul 
Of vain reſiſting Blacius is ſubdu g, 8 
wy his victorious Virtues bound a Slave 8 
And now muſt Eneel to him-i in ſhame for Pardon. 
| | [ Izadora Eneels Weepirg. 
—_ - Alas! thou need'ſt not ſpeaks! thy flowing Eyes 
| Too tenderly confeſs thy modeſt Joy! _ 
of My I1zadora! O] I cannot bear my ee | 
1 fee thy Paſſion now ſo greatly: juſt, "6b, 
So juſtly grateful to Pero!{a's: Love, 
I burn with Bluſhes, that I've ſtood ſo long 
| Unmov'd againſt his cordial Obligations; 
8 Nay, I will flatter yet my Pride of thee, 
1 And fancy thy inſpiring Virtues taugt 
© Him firſt to reach this Greatneſs of the Soul. 1 
Ba. O! my kind Father! till he'd ronguer's you, 
F knew not that Perolla had ſo far | 
_ Engag'd my Heart: I only thought before | 
Twas Gratitude: But now (ef tis a Fault, EK: 
| O yet forgiye it! for) I own'*tis'Love. - 
| R | ; Entera Servant. 


Ser. Fly! fly, my * if polible, and fave your 
Lives! Save 
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= The Guards of Hannibal ſurround the Houſe, - \ 

i And he himſelf's this Moment upon e | 
Port. O Horror to our Hopes! 

5 Iza. Diſtreſsful Wo e! 

Port. No Thought to ſave PTY PEE 

15 Bla. None For ſee our Fate approaches. 


Enter Hannibal, Pacuvius, Provot 4 Guards.” 


n de Sir, you et are in the reach of Juſtics. 
| 3 Changes o Fr tune are to me ſo frequent, 
„ | Now nothing gives me Fear or Wonder. 
I know my Fate, and I expect it. 
Han. And thou ſhalt meet it with the riſing Morn: 
Let Portius too be ſeiz d, whoſe dar'd Attempt 
To hide a Traytor, by the Law condemn'd, 7 
Shall make him now the Partner of his Fate. 
Bal. My Brother's Blood! that ſtrikes indeed! 
| Han. The Maid is innocent, and therefore free; 
For theſe, conduct 'em to their Doom deſery'd. 
Ixa. O miſerable Fortune! 
I. Bla. Port. 12 abt Guards 5 
„ Han. My Lord, Pacuvins, theſe vile Traytors Lives 
7g. Are ſcanty Vengeance for inſulted Juſtice: : 
| Oar chiefeſt Foe i'th' open Face of our 
Authority redeem'd, our Arms diſgrac d. 
A Traytor on the Eve of Execution. | 
In our head-Quarters freed by force from Juſtice, 
More ſtirs my Rage, than all vile Blacius' Crimes, 
And we're oblig'd with double Vengeance to reſent It, 
Pac. What if your Orders on the Inſtant ſhou'd 
| Proclaim to thoſe, that ſhall difcover ſtrait. © 
Th' audacious hands, that ſet this Traytor free, 
| Rewards unlimited, ſome tempting Bribes, | jo 
*. I That Honour, Love, nor F reiend hip can refit. 
1 Han. Thou'ſt warm'd my Thoughts: be it imme⸗ 
die Gone3-;-: | | 
And the Reward, whatever ſhall be ad 
Of Hannibal, within his power t6 grant. 
| For Traytors in the ſtrongeſt ſtate conceal'd, 
1 Like unforeſeen Diſtempers in the Blood, 
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M ay bring the healthieſt Body to the Grave; 
Therefore we never can too dearly „„ OIRER | 
The e knowledge of a ſecret Enemy. kx. 


De End of the fourth Ac * 


| A C'T v. 


| Blackus ad Portius in Tris: Portius Jeehing- 
Pla. FF H E Morning riſes with i its uſual Ray, 
bf Nor ſnews the gloomy Face * lea Dif. 
0 © order: 
No Prodigies, no Fate-foretelling, N 5 
Nor Storms, nor Thunders wait on Blacius Death: 
In ev'ry thing the Courſe of Nature ſtill 
| Keeps duly on, concernleſs in its Road, 
And will do ſtill the ſame, when Pm no more: 
Why ſhou'd I think it then a Pain to leave 
| Theſe common Objects, that regard not me? 
Behold! how peacefully a con ſtant nd... 
[Obſerving Teer 
Receives the ſolemn Summons of its Fate? 
And in the Body's Reſt diſcards the Thought? 
To die's no more: Our $leep's a ſhort-liv'd Death, 
Either is but the loſs of Time unknown ; 
And he that ſleeps, till from the Grave awak'd, 
Feels not that Gap in his Eternity, 
_ 'Texceed a Moment !-—Soft l he wakes ! 
But Oh! to ſleep again in Death for me! 
O Portius! if thy wandring Soul has dreamt 
Of Liberty, how mournful is this Waking? 


Part. Not fo, my Brother, tho? I've dreamt, tis true, | 


Nay dreamt, that our amazing Fortune had | 
Faglery'l us both, and the my Reaſon waking 


Pre- 
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Preſents me not a diſtant Hope to ſave us, 
The lively Image ſtill ſo fills my Mind, 


73 J can't yet leave it for a Thought of Sorrow. 


10 | 


us 


I ue, | 


P re- 


Bla. O! that I thus cou'd form a Hope for thee! 
But when I think that my Misfortunes have 
Involv'd thy Fate, that my dear Brother's Blood 
Muſt ſtream for his unhappy Faith to me ; 


is more than all my Manhood can ſupport ! 
O Portius! pity, and forgive my Fate. 
Piort. Art thou to blame for what thy Fate has 405 2 


O Blacius I cou'd call thee now unkind, 

To think my Death's not more a Pleaſure than a Pain. 
Has not our Friendſhip yet from forward Vouth 

To lagging Age ran through divided A e * 


And ſhall thy Heart not ſhare me in Den 


Shall I now coldly mourn becauſe I bleed, 


In proof but of a friendly Faith to thee? 
Now, on my Soul, I know thy honeſt Heart 
With Pleaſure wou'd abide its Fate for Portins ; 1 
Can then a Friendſhip, ſo-ſincerely bound, 
| Suppolea 1 End, than ** thus together ? 


155 (Embracing. | 


Enter the P rovoſt, and Guards: 
_ Pro. My Lord, your Pardon for unwelcome News : 


By Orders now from Hannibal receiv d 


I am directed to remove you hence 


To your immediate Execution: But, 


Lord Portius, you have found his Mercy. 
Bla. What ſaid'ſt t thou, ha 


Pro. rreat Hannibal inform' d, 


; On cooler Thoughts, that your unhappy Crime 


Was more an ancient Friend's Concern for Blacius, | 
Than wilful Scorn of his inſulted Power, 


Extends his Mercy to your Life's Reprieve. | 1 
Bla. Then welcome Death! and ſi ince =P Brother's 5 


free, 


I die without a murmuring Thou! _ to F ate. 


Port. O Blacius! can I taſte ſuch ili-divided Mercy? 
Pro. Vour mournful Daughter with ſucceſsful Tears 
red his rr for a Father s. Life, 


| But : 


4 
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But all her piteous Piety con'd gain 
Was his hard Leave before your Death to rake 


As parting Bleſſing, and her laſt Farewel. 


Port: See where ſhe comes, adorn 'd in Sorrow. 


Enter Izadora. 


Death ne'er look'd terrible till now. 
Bla. Theſe Tears, my Izadora, wound me more 
Than all the Weapons of approaching Death: 
But that I fee it ſtrikes ſo hard upon 


Thy tender Heart, to me the Thought were nathing; | 


Why ſhou'dit thou thus diſturb thee at a ſtroke, 
Which he that's now moſt happy's ſure to feel? 
When firft we're launch'd on this uncertain World, 
Our earlieſt Knowledge tells us we muſt drown, 
Nature aſſures us nothing in the Voyage, 


But that ſhe, ſoon or late, will call us ſtrict 


To our account of this intruſted Venture: 

The Time is come to make her due Dad: 
On me, and 'tis but fit that it were paid. 
ITzxa. Bat then to enter on your Life diſtrain d, 
To ſeize it in a bloody Execution; 


This is not Nature's Law, but F ortune's Tyranny ; 3 


The Debt of Nature might be eaſier paid 
But now to die! your Health, your Senſes ſound ! 3 
Your Strength yet freſh, and capable to run © 
(No Violence us'd) with Vigour to the Goal ; 
Howe'er your tender Love's Concern for me 
With manly Courage may diſguiſe the Terror, 
I know 'tis more than Nature can ſupport! | 
This weaker Frame in ſpight of you muſt ſtart, 
And ſhudder at fo ſharpa Diffolution. 
Bla. In vain I ſee weak Reaſon has preſerib'd - 
Us Virtue, as the Armour of our Hearts: 
For Oh! to part with thee, my [zadora! 
To loſe the cordial Comforts of thy Youth, | 
Th'endearing Softneſs of that filial Love, 
| Whoſe cheerful Smiles ſo oft have ſooth'd my Age, 
In ſpite of Reſolution, wounds me through; 
To leave thee thus! to this vile World expos'd, 
An helpleſs Orphan, deſtitute of Friends, 
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Where moſt her Heart inclines— 
And as you wiſh the Grave ſhou'd yield me Reſt, 
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| Amidf the Hazards of outrageous Fortune! 


O!]! where's that temper'd Heart of hardeſt Virtue, - 
| That can unſhock'd withſtand the bruiſing Blow? 


{za. Nay, now you double my Diſtreſs ——But yet. 


One parting Comfort's left to your Support, 
And let th' A ſſurance ſooth your dying Thoughts, 
That tho' you leave me to the World forlorn, 
The ſame unſhaken Virtue, that has ſtill 
Preſerv'd me taintleſs in my Actions paſt, 


Shall, when the dear Protector of my Vouth 


Is dead, ſupport me to the laſt like Blacius Daughter. 


Bla. Ol let me preſs thee to my Heart reviv'd, 


And thank thy Virtue for this eaſe in Death! 
| Portius !— my Brother— and my Friend Fare- 


We! 
J ſee thy Heare is full and will 


No overcharge it with thy Griefs increas d 


Only this Boon 


my {zazra's Youth= 


Let me bequeath to thy protecting Care 


My LZadora J. O! the killing Tpergbt— 


This laſt Embrace— Thy dying Father's Bleſſing | 


— ne farewel Kiſs O! muſt we part for ever ! 
Pro. My Lord, the Time elapſes. 
Bla. But one ſhort Word, and I have done. 


And now by all our faithful Friendſhip paſt, 


(Obſerve me well, for tis my laſt Requeſt) 


Let me conjure thee; Portius, when the time 
Of decent Sorrow for a Father's Death, 


In mournful 7zadora's ceaſing Tears, | 8 
Shall be expir'd, to crown her Virgin Wiſnes, 
Give her, where moſt her Beauties are deſerv'd, 


to brave Perolla ; * 


Reward her Virtues with her Love poſſeſt. 
% WEIR IG OT, [Ex. ſeveral. 


* 


The J c F NE 3 g. Ae a Scaffold for the 
Execution of Blacius, and at fome diftance a Seat raisd 
for Hannibal; Guards and People crow ding ; Facuvius D 
Jbeaking to an oh pate 


Pac: 
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Pac. Now Captain, let the Soldiers cloſe their Ranks, 
And on this ſide the Scaffold no one paſs, 
Till Hannibal himſelf ſhall take his ſtand: 
For he in Perſon is reſolv'd to ſee | 
The Execution of the Law perform'd, 
And by his awful Preſence to prevent 
Th' audacious Thought of any ſecond Tumult. 
And ſee, his Guards approach uss 
(Within) Bear back, make way there ! | 


42 Eater Hannibal attended. 


Han. Good Morning to the Lord Nein What ? 
| Are all things ready? is the Priſoner come? 
Pac. I ſent juſt now your Orders to produce him. 


Han. Tis well, and has our Edict been proclaim d? 


Pac. Already twice the publick Officer 

This Morn proclaim'd it in the Forum, 
And through the City ſeveral Copies are. 

Ly ny in hopes to make ät more effectual. 


Han. (To the . Crowd) My Friends, what you. have 


heard proclaim'd, we here 

Prepar'd ſtand forth in Perſon to confirm: 

| Nay more! of theſe. unlimited Conditions, 

To bind us firmer yet to the Performance, 

| We ſolemn vow before th atteſting Powers, 

By the full Glory of our conquering Arms, 

And by our Father's dear. departed Soul, 
Without reſerve moſt a to keep em, gab 

People. Huzzah! 


| Han. Bat fee, the Priſoner, comes to give « our Laws | 


their due. 
Pac. And me my laſt Revenge. 


Enter Blacius, ' Provoſt; and Guards. | 
Bla. What Ceremony's next? _ | 


Pro. No more, my Lord, but to 0 aſcend the ede 


JFF Ry 

„ - 9. — Hold! _ 

Vet ſtay thee, Blacius, &er the lifted get 
Of final Juſtice falls upon thy Life; 
Ik ought thou Kno-. 1 chat may arreſt its Arm, 
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Late brought her to Salapia, loſt, to mourn. . 


Now open to the publick Ear, declare it, 
That Men may ſay, thou either ow'ſt thy Life 
To our impartial Honour, or thy Death 
To what thy guilty Silence has confeſt, 
Bla. Since what 1 undertook for injur'd Rowe 


Has fail'd my Hopes, Life. now were ſcarce a Favour : 


I am prepar'd to die,. and therefore ſhall be ſhort. 
How far my Doom is juſt, is bootleſs to inquire ;; 

No, proſperous Hannibal, I'll not complain 

Of Wrongs receiv'd, where thy dire Will's a Law ; 
Yet if thou'dſt have the World ſuppoſe my Death 

Not whole is owing to thy deaf Revenge, 

I have a late Requeſt to ask thy Power, 


Which cannot taint thy Honour to comply with. 


Han. 'To let thee ſee we deal Compaſſion with. 


Our Juſtice, free demand. 


VVV 
I have an only Child, whoſe Filial Love 


Her hapleſs Father's Chains, and ſooth his Sorrows, 


Nou let me beg of thy indulgent Honour,” 


That ſince thy Mercy has been pleas'd 
To leave her yet one only Friend in Portias, 
That he, this Daughter, and ſome ſmall Retinue, 
When I am dead, may freely be allow'd * 
Your Convoy to the friendly Arms of Rome, 
With the Remains of his impair'd Eſtate, 
To end their Days in inoffenſive Quiet. 


Han. Our Power wou'd wound it ſelf to ſtrike the. 


Inne . 
The eldeſt Law of Greatneſs is Compaſſion: 
Thy mournful Daughter free ſhall be releas'd, 
And not alone thy Brother Portius Fortune, 
But (tho' the Law condemns the whole) yet half 
Thy own we grant to her Diſtreſs reſtor'd : _ 
Of which perform'd, our Honour be the Pledge: 


Pac. How eaſily to honeſt Fools 


May wiſe Men paint their Greatneſs? |  [A4fide. 
Han. Now, is there ought that thou wou'dſt farther 
LEI Bla. 
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Bla. No more, but that this Favour was 
Thy only way to draw the Tears of Shs. 

Han. But that our Honour binds us to be juſt, 
Thou too ſhou dſt taſte our Mercy: But the Truſt 
That Carthage has repos'd in Hannibs 
Muſt, in deſpite of Nature, be diſcharg'd; 

Tis that alone, and not thy Foe, deſtroys thee; 

By that compell d we yield thee to the Law: : 

Conduct him to his Fate. { Bla. mounts the el. 
Pac. O well-ſupported Virtue! 


Now will the Rabble think this real! [Ade 
N m__ 150 heard among the Crowd, and at ſome ſaver, 
Portius and IZadora. 


| People. Make way ! make way for the Lady there! 
Guards. Keep back]! keep back! chere s no one 


pPaſſes there. 
Ia. O yet for pity, Soldiers, let me — 


Han. How now | What means that rude Diſoider ? 


Fro. My. Lord, a Lady by Lord Portius brought, 
LDiſtreſs'd ſhe feems, intreats with earneſt Mood, 
Before th' Execution's done, ſhe may be heard; 
And comes to Hannibal, ſhe ſays, for fe 
Han. Admit her: 
| To Juſtice never has our Way been barr'd. 
Han. deſcends, Iza. runs to him, Rey kneels. 
O Hannibal] for ever fam'd in Arms, | 
But truly Great in thy Regards of Honour; 
By Honour, I conjure thee now, be juſt, 
And yet defer doom'd Blacius Execution, 
Whom by the hopes of my eternal Peace 
I've ſomething to reveal, that will compel 
Thy Honour to preſerve or ſink thy Fame for ever. 


Han. Beware thee, Woman, of thy flatter' d . 


The guilty Blacius Crimes too full are prov'd 
_ Teexpett our Mercy from the higheſt Bribe _ 
Thy Tears can give, or ought thou canſt reveal; 
Therefore to ſpare thy . that frage Pain, 
3 Gurads remove her 
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Yes, cruel Warriour,. hear me for thy Fame! 
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I ack not Mercy, but thy Juſtice due; 
But yet a Moment, and I'm dumb for ever! 
If what I have to ſay is not of laſt — 


Importance to preſerve thy Oaths, thy Honour, 


If not by thy own Laws, proclaim'd my Right, 
Let looſe thy fierceſt Rage upon my Life; 

Give me the Tortures, lingring Pains, or worſe, 
The dead Denial of my Hope's Relief. 


Now, by that eres Power that fills thy Soul, [ Breaking 


| from the Guards. 
By the reſiſtleſs F orce of conquering Honour, 
I muſt ! I will be heard, or hold you ever! 


| Theſe Hands thus clinch'd, no Force ſhall part, unleſs 


With cruel Swords you cut my Hold away. 
People. Hear her! hear her! 
Han. Forbear a while the Execution ! 


Vet think not, Woman, that thy Tears prevail; : 


But Honour, thus alarm'd, deſcends to hear thee: 

Mean while from Hannibal thou'rt as ſecure. 

Of Juſtice, as doom'd Blacius of his Fate; 

Than which what dreadful Oracles foretell, 

Not more affur'd, thou may*ft depend on: 

Say then from whence, and what is thy dend! ? 
Ia. Behold me then, the wretched Blacius' Davgh- 
3 - 

Whoſe late Offences moſt oafortunate, 5 

So far it ſeems have ftirr'd your fatal Rage, 

That nothing but his vital Blood can fate it. 


For when your: Priſon late was forc'd, and be of 


To your Revenge's Diſappointment freed, 


| Your warm Reſentment in its Heat proclaim” d. 


That whoſoever truly ſhou'd reveal 


The ſirſt Contriver, Cauſer, or Accomplice, 


Audaciouſly concern'd in his Redemption, 
Shou'd ſtrait receive whatever Gift, 15 
Reward, or Boon, their utmoſt Wiſh cou'd ack, | 
Or you your! ſelf had lawful Powerto grant. 

Han. Ha | 


Tad. And now, purſuant to this Law proclaim, 


(Which here 1 offer as the Witneſs of 


My Right) I come with an andonbtin Joy 
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l and 12A DORA. 
To name this vile Offender of your Law. 


And from your Honour bound to claim my juſt Reward 


Han. Thou baſt ane now indeed. 
Pac. Confuſion! 


Ia. Which, alk you may wich les ReluRaner 


. grant, | 
I will not only name, but inſtant viel: 


The dire Offender now into your power, 

To flake the Thirſt of your inflam'd Revenge. 
Han. Nay then, without a Pang, our Doubts reliey' d 
Dare yet aflure thee of thy full Reward, 


Which by thoſe ſolemn Vows, the publick Ear 
Can witneſs, we have taken to confirm 
Again, we ſwear without reſerve to 


Now then, be thou as quick in thy Pe Perk en 
Produce th. Offender, and receive thy Wiſhes. 


Ia. Behold then, here th'Offender ſtands ! 


Your Priſon forc'd was Izadora's Crime: 


And tho my weaker Sex a my Arm 


To execute ſo reſolute a Dee 

Vet my more daring Heart contriv'd the means 
By Prayers, and Letters to a Roman Vouth, 

I wrought his Friendſhip to my Hopes diſtreſs d, 
And with his generous Sword redeem'd my F ather. 
Not but J pride me in the glorious Guilt, 

And ſtand prepar'd to meet my Puniſhment, . 

Which, be it all your Fury can inflict, 
' The dear Reward of my Diſcovery 


Will render light, as your Revenge on Blacius : 


For know, the Boon demanded of thy Jutice— 


Han. Hold! 


Beware, Icharge thee, in thy raſh Demand; 
And tho! thou'ſt caught my Honour in this Snare, 


Think not when that's di — if thou inſult'ſt 
My Power, my tame Revenge ſhall ſleep to thee : | 


| For by the Fury of our Rage defy'd, 

That Moment thou but nam'ſt thy Father's 1 | 

That wretched Father ſhall himſelf, upon 

That Scaffold rais'd for him, behold thee bleed. 
Fac. Well W again then yet there may be hopes. 


Ke 
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Hau. Now make at thy own Peril thy demand, 


I've warn'd thee well, yet ſtand prepar'd to grant. 


Ixa. Then yet whatever Death the all-juſt Gods 


Deſign for me Give me the Life of Blacius ! 


People. Huzzah! Juſtice! Juſtice! Huzzah! ) 
Han. Yes! yes! y 'unthinking Herd! you — have 


| Juſtice, 
So too will Hannibal; your Holyday 


Not yet is loſt: You ſhall have Blood to ſtare ON» - 


Tho pleas'd to think your Favourite Blacius ſav'd, 


Vet you ſhall ſee, ſince we forewarn'd her Fate, 


Before his Face this ſubt ile Traitreſs bleed! 
- Bind! bind her Hands - yet hold for now perhaps 
Convinc'd, that we have firm reſolv'd thy Death, 


be Terror may diſſuade thy raſh Demand. 


Preſum'ſt to meaſure by thy own 


Iza. Weak Hannibal, who agg ering thus thy ſelf, 
eſolves 
The firmer Daring of a Roman Sou; SE ba 
Revenge be thine : Give me the Life of Blaciur. 
Han. Provoking Virtue! in a Female Soul; 


I Where have I liv 'd, that never 7 conceiv d che 


Charm? 


The Charm indeed! tis wWieheraſt Spells ! Inchant- 
ment | | 


feel my Virtue truggling i in the Snare, | 


And muſt deſtroy her to preſerve my elf! 


Away! the Sorcereſs ! Hence! diſpatch her! haſte, 
And rid me ofthis Hurry in my Blood ! 


I Quick, Slaves! while yet I have the Power to end her. 


As 25 lead Izadora to the Scaffold, Perolla breaks — 8 2 
the Guards to Hannibal. 


| Per. Hold | hold, injurious Hannibal! nor ler the i 
Blood | 


Of Innocence defame thy blind Revenge: 
Behold the nobler Object of thy Rage, 


I rhat makes it Juſtice, and inſtructs thy F ury, 


To bribe thy Mercy to that tender Maid! 
Behold Perolla, who provokes thy 1 . 
Whoſe Arm when free has been as much thy Terror, 
As now when bound in Chains will be thy he N 
ole 
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Whoſe Guardian Sword in the conteſted Field 
So oft has cut the Hopes of thy Ambition, 
Which the Lucalians, Samnites,'Caffilinum, 
"Th Appulians, and Petilia ſhall record to Ages: 
Who not alone content to gall thee, thus 
ViRorious in the Field ; but to thy Arms 
Dilgrace, to thy Head-Quarters came diiguis'd, 
Ev'n in thy Army's Centreforc'd thy Prilons, 
Deſtroy'd thy Guards, and in thy Power's Contempt 
Reftor'd the Freedom of thy Foe condemn'd. 5 
Han. Audacious Virtue ! 


Per. Nay, and who now was come, reſolv'd (but 


that 

His pious Daughter had foredone my Purpoſe) 
To ſtop, like her, the Fury of thy leſt Revenge, 

| (Unleſs thou dar'ſt to break thy Honour's Bonds) 

By my demanded Pardon for the Ls of Blacius. | 

Pac. Horror! 

Ia. O moſt untimely Virtue! _ 

Per. But fince the Blood of Tzadera is 

The Price decreed of thy en Mercy —— x 

Iza. Hold! 

Oh! Hold, unkind Sell! f Glorious Hannibal } 

Yet e er the Raſhneſs of his Virtue moves 3 

To ſuperſede the Claim of I⁊adhra, 

Permit me but to offer him a ſtarted Thought, 

d by the hopes of ſuffering Innocence, 

80 far is what I ask from means oppoſe, 

That yet I ſwear to double your Revenge. 

Han. Such Caring Spirits have I neverſeen; _ 

Thou haſt our leave, propoſe thy Thought, and eaſe 
Me ues or this unactive Wonder. 

V [1za. ſeems to argue avith Perolla. 
| Now! now, 3 help me in this ſtrait 

Oftempted Honour, and oppos'd Revenge. 
Pac. Let my Example then inflame thy Soul! 
The loſt Perolla, I perceive, as much 

Abhors your Perſon as your height of Glory; EE 

n that one Thought, he is no more my Son, 
No more am I his Father, but his Foe: _ 

Let then his Blood, offenſive to us both, 
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At once fate your Revenge and my Dif pleaſure, | 
There's Glory in fo juſt a Sacrifice. 


Han. Amazement ſtill ! 


Ist poſſible a Soul ſo weak with spleen 


Can be the Sire of ſo much healthy Virtue? 


Per. O! that inchanting Softneſs in (and Looks 


| Tas, For me, Perolla, 


To make our Virtue try'd, invmertal as our Love ! 


Per. I cannot bear the painful Onſet of 
Thy Eyes intreating ! O! I yield ! *tis done! 


And thus I truſt thy Virtue with my Fame 


[Per. and Iza. kneel to Hannibal. | 
Now truly conquering Hannibal, behold, 5 


Submiſſive at thy Feet thy Foe ſubdu'd, 


Now asking pardon of th y Power reel 
For I confeſs, twas pleaſure to provoke thee, 


While I propos'd my Life reſign d might ſave 
1 The Innocent: But ſince our harder 


Deſtroys us both by thy divided Mercy 


ate 


Ia. Since my vain Life, by great Perolla Ta fav, 


Muſt leave my Father ſtill expos'd to Death, 


And me in greater Torment from ſuch Life accepted— 


Per. Since in our ſtricteſt Search of Fate, we find 
No hope of mutual or of parted Happineſs, 
We now implore our Crimes to thee confeſt, 

May ſhare the Glory and the Puniſhment. 


Ja. Since both are wretched, tho but one ſhon 'd 
bleed: 


Per. We beg in Merey boch 1 cannot ſpeak | it. 
Ia. ——-Both may die together. 


But for the] Joint Reward of our Diſcovery, 


Which we're compell'd in Duty to demand. 
Per. And thou'rt in Honour as firm bound to pay. 


Both. We beg the Life of Blacius, 


ac, Then periſh both, and double your bnd 
Han. O weak Pacuvius! that can'ſt think Revenge 
Conkilts | in timely n their Deſires, 


[ Alide. 
Per. My Death to fave thee were a Pleaſure: but— 


Tza. Can dying with me give thy Thoughts a pain? 


The 
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The ſmart of Body is the Vulgar's Terror, 
T hat have no farther Hope than ſenſual Life, 
No Pain like Obligations to the Brave, | 
Great Souls-by Greater-only are ſubdu'd———— 
| Releaſe the Priſoner, and conduct him hither. 

People. Huzzah ! | 
Pac. Vain Hannibal / are e theſe a Stateſman” s Max- 
„ 


Han. Shall it be ſaid by Time's ſucceeding Tongues | 


That Fortune ſet me up a Fce, whom: Fear 

Advis'd. me to ſecure, or that pale Envy 

Took ſhamefully the ſafe Advantage of 

His chanc'd Misfortunes to deſtroy him? No, 

The World ſhall ſee, that Hannibal in ſpite 

Of his ador'd Ambition dares be Great: 

Firſt then to thee, Pacuwins, I reſtore 

That Son thy Friendſhip wou'd have acrified, 

And to Perolla, as his Vittue's due, 

I give him to his Life his Liberty: 

To thee moſt wondrous Maid 
Pac. Vet hold! while J have cauſe to thank thee. | 
Han. What I reſolve ſhall thank it ſelf. | 
Pac. The galling Thought! : 


4:4 Charms --* 

Might look the rugged Lion to Compaſſion 
From a ſuperiour Claim, than what my Honour 1 is 
Engag'd to pay thy moſt amazing Piety, 

To thee 1 yield the forfeit Life*of Blacius. 


Han. To thee, bright Excellence, whoſe fore f 


Han. No Thanks be paid, 

For Hannibal and more oblig'd to you, 

On whoſe firm Virtues prov'd I raiſe my own: 

But leſt your Thanks refus'd ſhou'd give you pain, 

From thee, Peralla, I ſhall pleas'd receive em: 

_ Haſte to the Field, and thank me with thy Sword ; 
Rally thy ſcatter'd Legions, and oppoſe 
Me, bold in Arms, as thou haſt dar'd for Love; 

Then when I meet thee moſt, my glorious Foe, 
P11 call thee vanquiſh'd, grateful to my Fame. 


Per. Inſtructe thus, Iam inſpir'd to thank thee : 


7 


Ta. O Godlike Hannibal! (Bla. Iza. and Per. . 


This 
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This grateful Sword, in thy fierce Arms oppos d, 
Shall tell the World what Dangers thou haſt ought 
What Hazards in this Mercy thou haſt dar'd, 
To climb the Precipice of martial Glory. 
| Viftor, or vanquiſh'd, I'll record thy Fame. 
Pac. Now vain inglorious Hannibal ! to think. 
x- |} Thou canſt conceal from the diſcerning World 
The native Colour of this half-painted Virtue : 
s, | Wou'dit thou aſcribe to Thirſt of Glory, what 
I So groſs we ſee proceeds from abject Love? 
Not conquering [zadora's Virtues, but 
Her Eyes victorious have ſubdu'd thy Honour ! Gods ! N 
Is then the Truſt of Carthage thus diſcharg'd, 
By n publick Mercy to her Foes? 
ame to Arms! that Honour, Juſtice, Fame, 
hong loſe their Force for a vain Smile of a W oman ? 5 
A Flame, which Health of Senſe will never own, | 
Like Madneſs when 'tis cur'd, it ever was poſſeſs'd with. 
Han. Tnjurious Man! whoſe raſh unſlak'd Revenge 
Wou'd ſtain a Soul, that ſoars above thy Slander, _ 
But to confirm the conſcious World, and thee, . es 
That Hannibal diſdains ſo baſe a Thought, | 
Since Love has chang d their Hearts, and grateful 
er  Blacius, | | 
BEE As] am told, approves their mutual Fires, 
My Innocence thus j joins their Hands for ever. | 
Per, Now, on my Soul, this Virtue pains my Senſe, 
My ſwelling Heart's oppreſs'd with Obligations. 
O Blacius! Portius! Tzadora l 
7 Pac. Horror on Horror ſtill! O! Rage of Pain 
My Son inſultant mingling with curs'd Blacius Blood . 
Have I for this abjur'd my Country's Cauſe? 
Deſpis'd the honeſt World's long held Efteem ; 
Sold my dear Fame, and cheated of the Price! 
Han. et my Example teach thee Temper. 
Pac. Periſh thy tame Philoſophy ! 
Low, as i am, my ſpiteful Stars ſhall ſee. .__ 
Not all their Malice cou'd ſubdue Pacuwin; ? 
And ſince my fatal Services to thee 
Are now at laſt Barbarian-like return'd 
| Wit. thy ungrateiul Mercy to my Foe, = 


74 PEROLLA ons [ons 
And in my Blood debas'd my fierce Revenge inſulted, 


That Life I only valu'd as a Plague to Blacius, 
Seeing him bleſs'd, 'tis time ſhou'd be no more, [Szabs 


Han. O horrid Act! | | Himſelf | 


Per. My Father 

a. O Aire DifſtraRtion ! ! 
Pac. Since my ſole Joy in Being was my spite 
| To Blacius' Blood, twas then Relief to die, 
When 'twas in vain to hate him. [Diss 
Han. Death only cou'd ſubdue fo fierce a Paſſion. 
Look up, Perolla, and reſt rain thy Tears: 
Thy Honour and thy Love demand thy Care: 
At once to free thee then from farther Fears, 
This Fair-One, Blacius, Portius, and thy ſelf, 
Shall have our leave immediate to depart ; 
A Squadron ſtrait of our Numidian Horſe 
| Shall be detach'd your Convoy o the Conſul. 
People. Huzzah! 


Bla. And now from this Day 8 firange Events we ſee 


By what ſmall Accidents the Gods maintain 
Againſt Man's vain Preſumption their Decrees : 
But hence an Hour, and the dire Sword was drawn, 


'T hat ſhou'd have pierc'd the ſtreaming Life of Blaci us, 


While fierce Pacuwius in too warm Purſuit 
Of his Revenge advis'd the Means, that loſt it; 
And he who came aſſur'd to glut his Eyes 
With vengeful Pleaſure at the Tragedy, 
Now lies himſelf ſole Actor in the Scene: 
And laſt, to crown their unforeſeen Reſolves, 
That all things might in courſe of Juſtice ve. | 
Per 00a. s bleſt with Jadora's Love. | 


The End of the Fi th AK 
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1 5 by Mrs. Oubriz rb. 


7. 


T7 L. L, Strs ! you 0 ſen 2 Pris to-day: 
Two Lovers true! in this old-faſhion'd Play: 3. 
But 2 awere Romans: Our more modiſh Age 

No ſuch Examples ſhews, but on the Stage: 

Of all the Sparks, that gh and ogle Rr | 


Hold! Let me ſee—) the Chief are There and There. 


[Pointing to the Side- Boxes. 
| 3 me but One has avou'd expoſe his Life, 


I 7 gain that comfortable Thing, aWifes 
\ fee | But here, how many Huſbands do T jes [The Pit, 
1 Wau'd gladly venture Hanging to get free ! „„ 
IIe Perolla may not ſoon increaſe 
„ | The diſmal melanchilick Lift „„ 
cins, Our Hearts, when marry d, we but ill d- fend. . 

5 For that's the Time to gratif) a Friend; 
Maids are unpra@is'd, nice, and bluſh to try 
What moſt they wiſh, and fear they know not avhy 2 
But Mies grow bold, and find wvhen better taught, | 
The Danger s not fo great, as once they thought. 
Such Wives there may be, Sirs, but Oh! how few 
Of us are falſe, compar'd to finful You? 
The Faults, that by our injur'd Sex are done, 
Are oæbing to the Vices of Jour ou 
Fond to provoke, you take the manly away, 
To fevear and lye, to flatter and betray ©... 
| Such is your Humour, or your I 440% ſuch, 
P I- J cannot bear to be below'd too much : 
| But roving on, new Conquef?s only pr ize, 
| Giving to All, what fearce wou'd One face; 
And ſuch tame Fools do you our Sex believe, © 
Nt to requite 4 Favours We receive, 
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u ye Gallants but fairly play your Parts, 
And know the Value of our faithful Hearts ; 
Mou dye the Grounds of our Complaints remove, 
And "make Returns of Conſtancy and Lowe; 
You then wou'd find us Objects fit to truſt, 
For we are true whenever you are * : 
Du then æuuu d live with greater lea ſures 1%. 
Dan e er in Love's foft Empire avere pofſeſ? 3 


For every Lover in his Fair wou'd find 


1 . Engliſh. Charms with Tome Vi irtue Join 4, 


